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The Launch 


No one had expected that day to end up like it did. 


It had started out so peacefully. Just a group of friends on a boat. The sun had created a lustrous sparkle on 
the Sound, and the sky projected a deep indigo hue onto the water. The white tops of the mountains were 
obstructed only by the lazy paths of the seagulls that criss-crossed them, and the towering pines that 
blanketed the hilly landscape. And it was unusually warm. The sun had bathed the boat and its occupants in a 
serenity that throttled even the slightest suspicion that anything could go wrong. 


But now the sun was gone. 

Jeff picked up a rock from the shore and hurled it out onto the open water. He watched it skip twice and then 
disappear beneath the surface. The water was no longer blue. It now reflected the lifeless gray of the sky and 
the dull mist that hovered in the air around him. He couldn't see the mountains any more, or the skyline, or 


anything else that was familiar. How had this happened? How could this be real? 


He turned to look behind him at the rocky shore and the mist which rose from the pine trees on the island, 


and thought about that day. He had been replaying that day over and over in his head, trying to understand 
how he had missed all the clues. Trying to understand why and how he had let this happen. 


"Hey Jeff, it's Eddie. Pick up if you're there. | have this great idea and | need to move on it quick if it's going to 
happen -- " 


"Hey, I'm here. What's up?" Jeff rubbed his eyes and rolled over in bed. He glanced at his clock. 7:30am. Why 


was Eddie calling him so early? 

"Oh, great! What are you doing today? Can you meet me down at the marina? I've chartered a boat." 

‘Okayyy ..." Jeff sat up. He looked out the window. The sun was just coming up, creating a yellow orange glow 
that danced through the leaves outside and seeped in between the slats of the blinds. He rubbed his eyes 
again. "A boat? A boat..." 

"Yes. We need to do this. I'm going to call Stone too." 

"What are we doing exactly?" 

"Bring your acoustic bass. And bring anything you want. Beer. Salami. Whatever. We're going out on a boat for 
a few days. | need to get the fuck out of Seattle, and | think its important for all of us to take some time to 
chill and get back to being ourselves ... Do some writing. Do some jamming. We need to do this! Just the five 
of us. All five of us. And nobody BUT the five of us." 

Eddie was talking very fast, and Jeff could hear the desperation in his voice. 


"Yeah, sure! That actually sounds . . . great. I'd love to get some peace time. I'm up for it” 


"Great. I'll see you there! And remember. ONLY the five of us. No friends. No bodyguards. No relatives. No pets 


"Yes, okay! | get it," Jeff laughed as he reassured Eddie that he understood. "Just us." 


This would actually be nice, he thought, hanging up the phone. Time away. To themselves. No media. No fans. No 
stalkers. No pressure. They hadn't had that in a long time. He couldn't even remember the last time they'd had 
a chance to just be alone. A chance to forget about everything like Kurt and Ticketmaster and all the in- 
fighting and all the other bullshit that seemed to follow them everywhere they went these days. 


And as Jeff showered, and a wall of hot mist rose up to envelope him, the more he liked the idea 


Stone whipped his duffle bag into the car with more force than was needed. The bag was heavy, packed with a 
swimsuit, towel, T-shirts, flannel shirts, extra socks, extra boxers (just in case), dental floss, toothbrush, a 


sweater, since he knew it tended to get cold out on the Sound Hmm, should he bring a raincoat too? Yes. 


He yawned. Why the fuck did Eddie have to call so early. Why was this so urgent? Grinding some coffee beans, 
he looked at his watch. 7:50am. The sun was barely up. He was barely up. Dave and Mike hadn't been up at all 
when he had called them to inform them about crazy Eddie's boat trip idea, and that their presence was 

requested. No, required. Why the fuck couldn't Eddie call those two himself? Apparently he viewed such things 


as Stone's job. 

Stone could tell Mike wasn't in the mood for this either. 
"Do we HAVE to?" 

"Yes, we HAVE to." 


Dave on the other hand, had actually sounded excited about it. And totally agreeable. Thats what Stone loved 
about Dave. He smiled as he pictured Dave rushing around his apartment, undoubtedly throwing swim gear and 
extra boxers into his own duffle bag, just like Stone was doing. He thought about calling him back to remind 


him to bring a raincoat too .. . 


He was still thinking about it when his coffee pot finished percolating, and he began pouring it into one of those 
old fashioned thermos things that his grandparents used to bring with them on family vacations. 


"Fuck!" he jumped as hot coffee hit his hand, and spilled onto the counter top. He shook his hand clean, but just 
glared at the mess on the counter. He didn't feel like cleaning it up. 


See what happens when | don't get enough sleep! See what happens when you call me so early . . . 


Leaving the puddle on the counter top seemed like the perfect act of defiance. It made him feel better, like he 
was in control, that Eddie was not going to tell him what to do. He knew it made no sense, and he knew it would 
have incited an eye roll from Jeff, had he witnessed the incident. But since he didn't, it didn't matter. Stone left 


the mess. 


Instead, he turned his attention to which guitars to bring. He settled on an acoustic that he hadn't actually 
played in a while. A utilitarian Takamine It was the guitar he had had since before the Love Bone days. Since he 
was young. The first songs he had ever written were on that guitar. Yes, he was in the mood for that one. He 


felt compelled to bring it, almost as if the guitar was ASKING to be brought. 


He ran his fingers over the smooth spruce top, lingering on it longer than he actually had time for at the 
moment, letting himself indulge in the memory of that era, of how different things were, how big his dreams 


were ... and then realizing with a sudden jolt that all those dreams had come true. They had all come true, 


hadn't they. Here he was. 


Still reflecting on it, he swallowed. With difficulty. He closed his eyes and tried again. If everything had turned 


out just as he had dreamed it, why was it so hard to swallow. 


Still touching the Takamine, he looked in the direction of his car, its hatchback still looming wide open. For some 
reason seemed to be taunting him, actually daring him to finish loading. 


Why was that strange knot forming in his stomach again. Why was something telling him to pull his duffel bag 
and his Thermos and everything else out of the hatchback and go back to bed. And screw this boat trip. Why 
did something not feel right . . . 


On the other hand, painfully, he did have to acknowledge that Eddie was right -- the band really did need a 


retreat. Plus . . . he loved being out on the Sound. 


Especially on such a sunny day. 


The Boat Part | 


"Really, Eddie?" Stone scoffed, taking in the sight of the vessel in front of him. "You couldn't spring for 


something a little more... ' 


The antique cruiser that Eddie had chosen for them was rolling dangerously in the wake of a larger boat that 
had passed by, its sides scraping against the dock. It looked like something from another time. About fifty feet 
long, it had two cabins, a stairway that led to a covered seating area above the aft cabin, a glass-enclosed 
wheelhouse, a deck and railing that circled the perimeter, and a ladder that disappeared into whatever 
mysteries lay below the deck At some point it had clearly been beautiful but now . . . its cedar planking was 
faded and warped, the once-white paint on the cabin walls stained with rust, and several windows were missing 


or broken. 


‘Its perfect," Eddie replied, stepping onto it without hesitation. His eyes were wide as he wandered further onto 
the still-undulating deck. 


"Can it even run?" Stone continued, even though Eddie was now out of earshot. He let the others step around 
him to board, luggage in tow, while he remained on the landing, flooded with the same uncertainty he had felt 
back at the house. There were more yachts than he could even count moored in the marina, all of them shiny 
and new, all of them dwarfing and humiliating the boat they were relegated to. He could hear ominous groans 


billowing from its hull. It sounded like a demon was trapped down there. 


"Hey, can you give me a hand?" Stone's thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Mike's voice, followed by a 
dull thud on the landing behind him. Turning around, he saw that Mike was attempting to drag an enormous 
cooler onto the boat. Stone sighed. He knew what the cooler contained, and he knew the effects its contents 
would have on Mike. He briefly traded a glance with Jeff, who was sighing too. Stone gave in and boarded the 
boat too. 


"Whoa, what have you got in there?" Dave stepped up to help Mike, and together they lugged the cooler to the 
deck on the upper balcony. 

"Uhhh, this kinda reminds me of the tour bus," Jeff observed as he descended the ladder to the cabin below 
deck. 

Stone followed him. 

There was a seating area around a table, an old-fashioned saloon, a small kitchenette, one bedroom with a 


double bed, a bathroom, and several bunks that folded down from the walls. All snuggled within the confines of 


rustic wood panelling and maritime curios from a time gone by. 


Eddie breathed in deeply. 


"Enjoying the mold?" Stone asked, as he opened a closet door to see if there was space to safely stow their 


instruments. There was not. 


Eddie ignored him. "I'm going up to check out the wheelhouse," he said instead, and floated up the stairs, out of 
sight. 


"Whose fishing pole?" Stone asked no one in particular. He was trying to make order of the hoards of luggage 
the group had for some reason piled at his feet. It had taken several loads for them to get all the 
instruments, duffel bags, coolers, boxes of food, random jackets, books, sketch pads (Eddie . . ), a basketball, 
cigarettes, and other necessities onto the boat. Someone had even brought a sleeping bag, and an array of 


multi-colored animal print pillows. 
‘Its mine!" Dave announced, coming closer. 
"Do you fish?" Stone studied it curiously. "This will be .. . helpful." 


Dave had brought more important provisions than the fishing pole. But that wouldn't come to Stone's attention 


until later, much later. 


"Do you want some help?" Dave asked as Stone struggled to pick up four duffel bags at once. He grabbed two 
of them away from Stone and easily flipped them over his shoulder and walked toward the bedroom. "I wonder 


if there's space in here." 
There wasn't. The bed practically touched all four walls. 


Stone hoisted his duffel bags onto the bed, before climbing onto it himself. He bounced a little, trying to decide 
if it was worth claiming as his own sleeping arrangement for the duration of the trip. It smelled musty, but 
was firm. Scooting back against the ornate carved-wood headboard, he watched Dave maneuver the bags into 


a clumsy pile. 


Dave was wearing a loose sleeveless T-shirt. It was red, with some text on the front that Stone couldn't quite 
make out, but that didn't matter. He was just watching Dave's arms in action, noticing how the ridges of his 
muscles would flex each time he lifted an item. And how his hair would dance around him, brushing against his 
arms with an exquisite softness. Stone wondered whether Dave could feel that. Whether it tickled He took a 
deep breath. 


"What?" Dave looked up at him, apparently feeling the gaze. 


"Nothing ..." Stone bounced a bit more on the bed. He leaned against the headrest and stretched his legs. "It's 
pretty comfortable .. ?" The second the words were out he realized they sounded like an invitation. He hadn't 
meant for that to happen 


Dave stopped whatever he was doing with the bags and smiled at him. "Oh yeah?" 


Stone blushed. Taking a risk, he patted the bed beside him. Memories of their first tour were flooding his mind. 


Memories of the time ... 


Dave hesitated, He looked back and forth between the bedroom window and the empty space next to Stone 


several times. Stone could tell he was trying to assess the whereabouts of their bandmates. 


"Okay, just for a sec..." Dave finally darted over to the bed and slid into the empty space, his hips brushing 
against Stone's. "You're right . . . it's comfortable." 


Stone's eyes raced over Dave's arms, his hair, his smile, his red T-shirt, the muscular chest which peeked 
through it The smell of him was so familiar, the warmth that emanated from his body so inviting. He couldn't 
stop himself. He reached out to touch Dave's cheek. 

Dave responded by glancing toward the window again, but then surprised Stone by leaning in to kiss him. 
Directly on the mouth. But only for a second. Then he pulled back, made an expression that was somewhere 
between a smile and a wince, and got up again. 

Stone stared at the void on the bed next to him. "Davvvve," he pouted with a grin. 

"We can't..." Dave wasn't making eye contact with him any more. 

Stone's smile faded. "Why not?" 


Now Dave looked mildly impatient. 


"They're right outside," Dave gestured toward the band mates that he knew were lurking just outside of his 


line of vision. "Plus..." 

"Plus what?" 

"You know I'm not into dudes." 

Stone sat up straight, a rush of blood filling his face. "Whoa, really. Wow. So I'm just "dudes" to you now?" 


Dave kicked one of the duffel bags and looked down. He opened his mouth to say something but then 
reconsidered. Instead he shook his head "There's more stuff up there. I'll go get it" 


"Dave ... no..." but he was already gone. 


Stone sighed and leaned back against the headrest. Why the fuck was Eddie making them take this trip, he 
thought. Things were tense enough, and being cramped on a boat together was certainly not going to help. It 


was going to fuck things up worse. It already had. He stared at the open door where Dave had exited. 


But he quickly realized that sitting there wasn't going to change anything. He thrust the thoughts of Dave out 


of his mind, and occupied himself with organizing the luggage. 


The Boat Part 2 
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Jeff followed Eddie up the ladder, and up the stairs, to the wheelhouse. He was curious to check it out too. It 
turned out to be a small room, really only big enough for one, almost like a bird's nest, completely ensconced in 
glass, with 360 degree views of the Sound, It contained a Captain's chair, a wooden steering wheel (the kind 


with the spokes), some dusty navigation equipment, and a smattering of yellow and frayed nautical maps. 


Jeff studied the ensemble with mild interest, but found the view through the glass much more seductive. The 


Sound seemed to stretch on for eternity, dotted with island after island, covered in greenery. 


Eddie had sat down in the captain's chair, and was swiveling it from side to side. He looked out across the 


water too. 
It's nice," Jeff said with a nod of gratitude. "This IS exactly what we needed." 


"Mmm hmm ...| feel better already," Eddie said, still looking out the window. "I'm just hoping this trip will . . . 
make everything better.” 


They were both quiet for a minute. Eddie put both hands on the steering wheel. He pretended to steer it. 


"I know .. . it's been hard," Jeff finally said, noticing that Eddie was really transfixed on the steering wheel, and 
the view. His gaze intensified and his brow knotted as he continued to stare out the window. "Eddie?" 


"Yeah .. . it has," Eddie finally answered, with a slight jump. He turned his eyes away from the sea to look at 
Jeff, his eyes roving over him. "Nothing feels right any more." 


Jeff felt oddly inspected, almost penetrated, and slightly confused by the eye movements. He was quiet as he 
studied Eddie's expression, trying to read it. He suddenly felt like he was watching a stranger. It had been a long 
time since Eddie had confided in him. He remembered the days when Eddie used to, and the talks they used to 
have. All the days spent as roommates on tour, it had felt so natural to talk openly with each other. About 
anything. About everything. But those days seemed like an eternity ago. Whatever Eddie was feeling now 


remained a mystery. 


"True. But you're not alone, you know," Jeff finally responded, hoping to pry him open further. He could tell that 
unless he kept talking the shell would close as swiftly as it had opened. "Have you talked to your family? You 
know, even a quick phone call can really help. Sometimes when things feel weird | just call up my Dad or my 


brother and we -- 


"No." Eddie abruptly looked away. 
"Ch _w 


"| don't have relationships like that," Eddie continued to twist on the wheel, to the point that Jeff wondered if 


he even realized the boat was still docked. Finally he slumped forward, resting his head on his arms. 


Jeff waited an appropriate amount of time, but was sensing that Eddie had found a comfortable space, at least 
for the moment. He knew better than to try to continue the conversation Instead, he reached down and gave 


Eddie's shoulder a squeeze. 


Eddie let him. He didn't respond, but also didn't seem to mind. He eventually turned his head sideways to look at 
Jeff. 


"Thanks," he muttered. 


But something in the tone was dismissive, and Jeff recognized that the thing Eddie needed right now was a few 


minutes alone. 
| better go help Stone sort out the luggage." 


Jeff exited the wheelhouse and headed down the stairs, trying to disentangle himself from the feelings of 
disappointment that had welled up inside him. Was it him? Was there something about him Eddie didn't trust? 
Or was this just Eddie's way of dealing with the world now? 


He was still thinking about it as he stepped onto the main deck. He almost bumped into Stone, who had just 


come up the ladder from below deck 
"Watch it," Stone grunted and shot him an agitated look. 
Jeff raised both hands in an overly dramatic "I surrender" gesture, to which Stone just rolled his eyes. 


Great, Jeff thought. This trip was not getting off to a good start. Everybody was pissy. As usual. Looking 
around the deck, he noticed Mike was by himself, kneeling beside the cooler. Dave was on the opposite end of 
the deck, picking up random pieces of luggage, then setting them back down again. Stone had stomped off to 
who knows where. And Eddie . . . yeah. How exactly was this trip supposed to fix anything? It wasn't possible to 
simply wipe away the tensions of their reality just by changing the scenery. It had clearly followed them out 


here. 


"Cold one?" Mike suddenly shouted to him. Jeff looked up to see Mike holding a bottle of beer out in his general 
direction. Drops of condensation forming a pool on the deck. Mike seemed to be frozen, his arm extended, 


looking at Jeff expectantly, his expression beginning to form a scowl as his hand holding the beer became 


colder and colder. 
Beer. That actually sounded really good. 


"Thanks!" Jeff came over to Mike and rescued his hand from chilling any further. As he did so, he noticed 
there were already two empty bottles lying by the cooler. 


"Davel" Mike yelled. When Dave turned, Mike flung a bottle through the air towards him. Dave yelped and 
dropped the bags he was fiddling with in order to intercept the glass before it shattered on the deck. 


"Where is Stone?" Mike asked, getting another bottle ready to dole out. 


As if on cue, Stone emerged from below deck again, looking slightly less agitated now. "Okay!" he announced, 
raising his chin and raising his voice so that everyone on the boat would hear him . . . and would drop 
whatever they were doing and pay attention to him. Jeff had seen this stance before. "So . . . I've put all our 


instruments in the bedroom below deck. And all the food is in the cabinet by that kitchenette thing. I'm going 
back down to arrange it by food type in a minute here, but wanted everybody to know -- " 


"Oh Jeez, this IS just like the tour bus." Jeff muttered to Mike. 

‘Ive put all our jackets in the closet by the ‘saloon’,” Stone ignored the comment, doing air quotes for saloon. 
"Jackets?" Dave said thoughtfully. "Fuck, | didn't bring a jacket” 

"And | put everybody's duffel bags on the bunks. We'll have to decide who gets to sleep where .. ." 


Jeff looked down at the dripping cold bottle attached to Mike's hand and then traced his gaze up to Mike's 
eyes. They were closed. While continuing to hold the beer destined for Stone, he had continued drinking his own. 


Jeff took a deep breath. 


"Easy there ..." he said to Mike, with deliberate conviction He had been making a point of speaking up these 
days. Speaking up when Mike went too far too fast. 


But Mike just looked at him blankly, and continued his actions. 
"And there are pillows and blankets in the master bedroom too ..." Stone continued. 


Fuck, Jeff thought, feeling a slight butterfly in his stomach. He knew his words were wasted on Mike And he 
knew that even saying what he just said could backfire. In some cases it was better to say nothing. In some 
cases ... the truth was there was only one "case" that his mind had raced to. That his mind always revisited. 
That still lingered. His experience had taught him that saying the wrong thing and the wrong time could prove 
to be... fatal. 


"The refrigerator is fucked up so we will have to keep any perishables in the cooler.” 

"Stone! Will you fucking take this?" Mike was now waving the beer back and forth in the air. 

Stone sighed, realizing his carefully articulated instructions were wasted on these fuckers. 

"Whatever," Stone took his bottle and opened it gently with the bottle opener that was lying near the cooler. OF 
course, when he did, a swell of fizz gushed from the opening, He dove to cover it with his mouth, slurping up 
as much as he could without choking, but most ended up dribbling down his shirt and puddling on his boots. 
"Fuck!" 

"Ahhh, sorry!" Mike started to laugh. 


Jeff and Dave laughed too. 


Stone sighed again and shook his hand dry, holding the still-spewing bottle away from himself with the other 
hand. He glared at Mike, but the glare soon softened. He finally laughed too and shook his head. 


‘Okay ..." Stone held up his half-empty bottle, and looked up at Jeff. He seemed to be waiting for Jeff to say 


something. 

"What?" Jeff asked. 

"Should we ...| don't know," Stone looked at Mike and Dave too."... make a toast or something?" 

"| guess ..." Jeff shrugged "To what?" 

"Pearl Jam?" Dave suggested, lifting his bottle. 

Stone closed his eyes and couldn't help but smile. Why did Dave have to be so cute? 

No one moved, and Dave's bottle remained the only one in the air. Dave slowly lowered it. 

"I know . . . here's to frendshp," Mike said. He had just opened another bottle. 

Jeff knew it was probably his imagination, but he somehow felt that Mike had aimed the word at him. Maybe 
it was Mike's way of acknowledging his earlier comment. Maybe his words actually had been right. Jeff smiled 


at Mike, and raised his bottle too. "To friendship!" 


And each member of the group clinked his bottle against each other's. Except Eddie. He was still up in the 


wheelhouse. 


Before long they settled into the covered seating area, admiring the sunlight sparkling on the water around 
them, watching the shoreline and the skyline get smaller and smaller, while the greenery of the islands ahead 
of them became more and more pronounced. The stress finally was melting away, the tension finally subsiding. 
No one had noticed exactly when the moorings had been slipped or the boat had begun sneaking away from the 
dock. Or when the engine had quietly started. 


They were only aware that they were now free, heading out into the labyrinth of the Sound, in a direction 


none of them could have imagined. 


The Storm 


Stone took another sip of beer and slouched deeper into his seat cushion. As he did so, his knee brushed 


against Dave's, who was sitting beside him. It felt warm. 


Jeff and Mike were engaged in a conversation about something that didn't interest him, and he had quit 
listening some time ago. Instead, he focused on the knee which was still touching his own. Dave hadn't seemed 
to notice, or if he did, he hadn't responded. He appeared to be amused by the conversation, and would 
occasionally laugh at something Mike or Jeff said. Stone pushed his knee harder against Dave's, really for no 


other purpose than to make Dave react... to see whether he would react. 


At the same moment Stone noticed that the air felt oddly cold. The warmth of Dave's knee had made him 
notice the contrast. He squinted out at the water, which was now rippling against the boat, an occasional white 


cap forming. 


But thoughts of the weather were immediately forgotten when Dave turned to look at him, and smiled. It was 
his "I'm sorry" smile, that Stone unfortunately knew too well. Dave held his knee steady, letting Stone push 
against it, but not letting him move it even a millimeter. Stone also noticed that Dave quickly returned his gaze 
to Mike and Jeff, and was keeping his eyes solidly on them, monitoring them, making sure they were not 


noticing the knee game. 


Dammit, he thought, and took another sip of beer. At least Dave hadn't moved away. At least they were stil 
touching -- 


A sudden gust of wind hit them all at the same moment, slapping against the hull of the boat and the walls of 
the cabin, sending a bag of potato chips flying into the air. Jeff jumped up to catch it. Everyone's hair 
simultaneously cycloned upward in the draft too, which crescendoed into a low roar around them. 

"Whoa, that came up out of nowhere!" Dave commented, standing up too. 

"Didn't anybody check the weather?" Stone rolled his eyes. 

"It was supposed to be sunny and warm," Jeff retorted, and glared at him. 

"Well, it's obviously NOT!" 

Everyone had stood up by now, confused by the sudden change of atmosphere. The sky was darkening quickly, 
and a wall of clouds had accumulated around them, blocking their view, hiding the islands and the trees and the 


other fishing boats. 


And that was when Stone noticed something else -- something strange directly ahead of them. He leaned over 


the railing to get a better look, fumbling for his glasses, which were in his shorts pocket. 


"Wow, what IS that?" Mike had come up next to him, noticing it too. 


Directly in front of them, in their line of travel, in the direction they were headed, had formed an odd wall of 
mist. It seemed to stand in the air, in a long vertical column, pulling the water up into it, pulling the sky down 


into it, blurring the line between air and sea. 


"Holy shit, is that a water spout? I've read about those ..." Dave chimed in. "| didn't think they ever happened 


up here!" 


"They don't..." Stone shook his head in confusion. How could the weather have turned so abruptly? He looked 
up towards the glass, where Eddie was still stationed at the wheel. 


"Doesn't he see it?" Stone waved his arms, and jumped up and down several times. "Hey! Eddie! Eddiell Let's 


turn back!" 


"Fuck, where did this wind come from!" Jeff shouted as he struggled to grab as many items off the table as 


he could, restraining them from flying away. 
Rain began to fall. 
"Shit! | knew | should have brought a raincoat,” Dave lamented. 


Water was now slapping against the vessel's sides, fighting its progress and tossing it from side to side on the 


normally calm water. 


"EDDIE!!!" Stone yelled louder, grabbing his own raincoat, and holding it up over his head. Why the fuck wasn't 
Eddie responding? "Someone go up there!" he looked at Jeff as his Someone. "He's obviously off in La La Land 


again" 


Jeff looked annoyed, but turned immediately and sprinted up the stairs. Stone could hear him pounding on the 
door of the wheelhouse, which was apparently locked. 


"Why did you let Eddie drive?" Dave yelled through the rain. Stone knew the question was aimed at him. 


Stone flung around to face Dave, not bothering to hide how much of a nerve that question had hit. But water 
was streaming down Dave's face and hair, soaking through his shirt, making it cling to his body. He was 
shivering. Stone was about to relent and share his jacket with him when they were both suddenly slapped and 
drenched by a wave that rose over the side of the deck. It pushed them backwards, off their feet, and skidded 


them helplessly along the deck, pushing them wherever it pleased. 


"Eddie!" Stone could barely heard Jeff yelling. "Open the door!! You're heading right for that cyclone thing! Turn 


around!" 


Apparently Eddie had picked up on their signals, because slowly, slowly, the ancient vessel began to turn. But as 
it did, the water spout and the cloud of mist seemed to turn too, almost as if following them. No matter which 
way they turned, the mist seemed to be directly in front of them, blinding their view, blocking their path. It 


was coming closer. 
"Guys! Come onl" Mike yelled to them. He was already on the ladder, heading below deck. 


The sky had become almost pitch black, and the water that had been lapping against the hull now rose in 


enormous swells, that rocked them and caused the boat to lean dangerously to the side. 


"Fuckll" Stone shouted as they were nearly dumped over the railing. He scrambled to his feet and reached out 
to try to grab Dave's hand, and pull him along too. But Dave was out of reach, clinging tightly to the railing to 
keep from falling over the edge. He attempted to make a step in Dave's direction but was instantly flung back 


against the wall of the cabin by the wind. He looked up toward the bridge where Jeff and Eddie were still 
apparently wrestling with the wheel. "Jeffll" 


His voice was completely drowned out by the roar of the wind. 
"Come onl" Mike yelled to him again. 
He couldn't stay on the deck any longer. The wind was too strong. He crouched down onto the ladder. 


"Davel Jeffil" he tried to yell one last time, but his words were completely disintegrated. He frantically turned 
his head to scan the deck again. He couldn't see Dave anymore. He couldn't see anything! They were fully 
engulfed in darkness. He could barely even make out the edge of the railing. It was as if a dark cloak had come 
and settled upon them. 


And just as Stone dropped down onto the floor of the cabin below, an enormous wave rose out of the 
blackness and crashed across where he had just been standing. If he had stayed one minute longer he would 


have been swept right off and hurled into the churning water. 
As the wave receded, it happened. KRRRRRUUUUUNNNNNK! 


A jolt like Stone had never felt in his life. Beyond anything he could have imagined. And an ugly cracking sound. 
The sound of the hull coming apart. Followed by an impossibly loud gushing noise. Their velocity jerked to a stop 
- the direction of the boat shifting from forward to backward in less than an instant, its occupants 
whiplashing into the air, into the walls, being tossed around like rag dolls. Stone saw the floor of the cabin 
coming towards him, then the ceiling, then the ladder, then the kitchenette, then the saloon, the unbelievable 
centripetal force spinning him and throwing him in every direction imaginable. And a wall of water shooting 
upwards from somewhere within the guts of the boat. Heading straight at him. 


Then everything went quiet. 


The Island 
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Jeff could feel the pattern of something coarse yet round against his cheek and the warmth of a placid wind 
that ran over his body. A continuous pulse of waves slid up underneath him, almost reaching his cheek before 
receding, each one bringing with it the briny smell of ocean and the taste of salt. 


The ocean. 


He knew he was near the ocean before he even opened his eyes but his mind was not catching up as to why. 
He struggled to fit the pieces into place, but it felt like chasing a dream that dashed away the harder he tried 


to remember it. 


When he finally did open them, he saw the cushion of gray pebbles he had been resting on, and beyond it a 
foggy green hillside, blanketed in moss and lofty conifers. The salty water continued to lick his body, almost as 
if a friendly dog had come to wake him. Trying to push himself up, he realized his arms and legs felt like lead, 
and his head was spinning. How long had he been here, like this? 


About five feet away from him, he saw Stone, also lying face-down in the pebbles, being licked by the same 
dog, and beyond him, Mike was doing the same. 


"Jeff!" Eddie's voice cut through the mist, and he appeared out of nowhere, kneeling beside him, throwing his 
arms around Jeff's neck. "Jeff, thank god. | didn't think anyone was going to wake up!" 


Eddie was crying. 


"What's going on?" Jeff hugged him back, more of an automatic response than a genuine hug at this point, 
because he still felt dazed. "What are we doing here?" 


Eddie pulled away and looked at him, confused. "The boat! The storm!" 


Yes, the boat. He remembered the boat, and remembered having a beer with Mike and Stone and Dave . . . and 
then. Oh god the storm! He winced, suddenly flooded with panic as he remembered the boat, and trying to 
steer away from that . . . thing. And grabbing the wheel out of Eddie's hands. He remembered falling. And 
spinning. And the water gushing. And blackness. And . . . grabbing the wheel out of Eddie's hands... why ... 


"How did we get here?" Jeff asked out loud, brushing away the suspicious thoughts that lingered at the rim of 


his consciousness. 


"| don't know . . . " Eddie's tearful voice sounded as panicked as his own. "I just - | just - woke up too. We must 


have drifted ashore somehow ... " 


Jeff looked around. Dave was also out cold, on the other side of them, and beyond Dave, he saw the boat. It 
was beached awkwardly on the pebbles, leaning at a dangerous angle, but surprisingly intact. The hull was 
clearly split, an ugly gaping hole visible even from where they sat, and the upper cabin was basically gone. But 


otherwise, there was still a semblance of a vessel. 


"Owwwwww," they heard a moan coming from Mike's direction. They both raced over to him. Or tried to. Jeff 
found himself struggling to make his own limbs work. He had to crawl to get to him. Eddie however, seemed 


spry as ever. 


"He's hurt!" Eddie gasped. He whipped off his T-shirt, and pressed it against a gash in Mike's forehead. When 
they rolled him over, they saw a pool of blood on the sand beneath him. 


"Mike, can you hear us?" Eddie asked. He cradled Mike's head on his lap, letting blood drip onto his khaki shorts. 
"I can see them ...| can see them coming -- " Mike was uttering. His eyes were still closed. 

"Fuck, he's delirious," Jeff observed, the fear in his voice coming through despite his attempt to hide it. The 
unsettling feeling was growing, but he didn't let the confusion or the unanswered questions take hold in his 
mind yet. What was important was they were here. They were alive. And right now the priority was to make 


sure everyone was okay. Stone! Dave! Jeff turned back in their direction. 


Stone had woken up. He was struggling to rise to his knees, and Jeff could tell he was in about the same shape 
as he was. He looked sleepy and confused. 


"Are you okay?" Jeff called out to him. 


Stone examined his arms and legs and tested to make sure he could move them before looking back at Jeff 


and nodding. "Is Mike okay?" he asked in a gruff whisper. 


"His forehead is cut." Jeff looked back at Mike, resting in Eddie's lap. Eddie nodded, which Jeff interpreted to 
mean the bleeding was under control, that Mike was going to be okay. 


Dave had also begun to rise. He was coughing, almost choking. Stone crawled over to him and gave him a few 


strong pats on the back. 
"You alright?" he asked, now rubbing his back. 


"Yeah ... wow..." After hacking out an impossible amount of fluid from his lungs, Dave sat back and rested 


on his hands "What the fuck?" 


"Exactly _.." Stone concurred. 


"Heyl" Eddie suddenly called out to them. "Can you see if the first aid kit is still there?" He pointed at the 
remains of the boat. "It was on the wall by the bar." 


Stone and Dave looked at Eddie, then at the boat, then at back at Mike. 
"Oh shit..." Dave noticed the blood. 
They helped each other stand up, and wobbled off in the direction of the boat. 


"Careful!" Jeff called after them. "That thing might tip." 


The yacht made an ominous creak as they climbed onto it. The wooden planks of the deck had been ripped 
away, leaving massive gaps and shards of splintered rubble throughout the floor. The railing completely 
mangled, making it difficult for them to claw their way toward the trap door that led below deck. Forcing it 
open, and descending the ladder, they found that everything below deck was drenched. Water had clearly 


poured in. 
How was it possible they had even survived? 
"Oof, check that out," Dave pointed to the gaping hole on the side of the hull. 


The bedroom where they had been together earlier was now a disaster. The mattress was flipped on its side. 
All the luggage that Stone had so carefully organized was strewn across the room, jumbled together, soaking 


wet. 


"Shit..." Stone looked at it too. He didn't want to verbalize the sinking feeling that was growing in the pit of 


his stomach. He crouched down. 
Dave joined him, and put a hand on his shoulder. 


This boat wasn't going anywhere, and Stone knew it. He looked at Dave, feeling soothed by the feel of his hand, 
but his heart was starting to pound. 


He took a deep breath. Think straight. It would be okay. They would be okay. It wasn't as bad as it seemed. The 
Sound was not that big. There were islands all around, and plenty of recreational boaters out on it at any given 
time. In fact, they had passed a bunch of them earlier that day. Or was it yesterday? Stone realized he had no 
idea how long they had laid on the pebbles. But he brushed the thought away. Surely another boat would pass 

by soon, and see the wreckage, and help them get home. 


"Okay," he stood up and looked around the room, putting on his calmest voice. "There's actually still a lot here. 
We're not totally fucked. There's food, we can dry these blankets out, and... oh! the first aid kit!" Stone 


suddenly remembered, embarrassed that he had lost sight of their mission. 


He trudged back through the rubble to the "saloon," noticing that bottles of liquor were broken, but the cooler 
actually appeared to be intact. It had clearly skidded around, but had not overturned. It was still filled with beer 
and soda and the cheese and salami someone had packed into it. The wall where the first aid kit had been was 


no longer there, but Stone and Dave both scoured the floor around it. 


"Here it is!" Dave called out, holding up the white box with the red X across it. Opening it, they were relieved 
to find bandages and antiseptic, a tiny flashlight, a pocket knife, and even a pair of tweezers. Everything was 
dry. Thank god thank god thank god. 


"Hey! You find it?" Stone heard Jeff's voice call from outside the boat. 


"Yep, we got it!" Dave answered, grabbing the box from Stone and popping his head through the trap door. Jeff 
raised his hands, and Dave tossed it over the deck. Jeff caught it easily and darted away. 


"Ooh, my thermos!" Stone suddenly exclaimed in delight, noticing the familiar red plaid pattern sticking out from 
under a chair. He gave it a slight shake. The cap was still sealed, the coffee unharmed. 


But as he reached for it, he saw something else that caused a dull thud in his chest. The head of his Takamine 
was poking out from the same chair. Pulling on it, he revealed the rest of the guitar, and saw that it was 
completely soaked and warped. Looking around, he noticed stray pieces of all their instruments scattered 
throughout the cabin, shards of rosewood, tuning pegs, the headless hourglass shape of Jeff's bass with a hole 
punched through it, the neck of Mike's acoustic cracked in half. Even Eddie's journals had been destroyed, loose 


pages strewn everywhere, the ink on each page washed away to emptiness. All of it.. . gone. 
"No..." he whispered, clutching the Takamine. 


"What??" Dave was still on the ladder, but turned around He gasped when he saw the guitar, and came down 
to stand next to Stone. "I'm - I'm so... sorry. | know how much you love that one." Dave examined it. "It's just 


warped, look, maybe you could bring it to a -- ' 


But Stone wasn't listening. He ran his fingers over its brokenness, remembering all the times he had played it. 
Remembering all the songs he had written on it. All the Love Bone songs, staying up late at night with Andy. All 
right sometimes. Hashing out chords. Working and reworking sections. The songs all rushed into his mind at 


once, disintegrating into a cacophony of disjointed noises. Fuck . . . 


When Stone and Dave returned from the boat, lugging the cooler with them, they found that Eddie had 
successfully used the supplies from the first aid kit to clean and bandage Mike's wound. He had regained 


consciousness for a while, long enough to speak coherently, and drink some bottled water. But soon he 


succumbed to the pain, and seemed more comfortable with his eyes closed. 


Otherwise, the five of them could only look anxiously at the sky, and out across the water. They couldn't see 
anything except mist. If there were other boats in the area, there was no way To know. They couldn't hear 
them. Or see them. They had no idea what time it was, or even what day it was, but they could see that the 
white haziness of the sky was becoming dimmer. There was no way they were going to get back to Seattle 


before the sun went down. 


"So..." Stone finally said, standing up. "Let's . . . get this figured out. We have to settle in, and start figuring 


out what we're going to eat and where we're going to sleep before it gets dark" 


The rest of the group looked up at him and nodded. 


"We need to..." he began counting on his fingers as he listed tasks that needed to be done ".. . get firewood, 
and get a fire going, we need to make some kind of shelter and get Mike into it. We need to see what all food 
we've got, and ration it out. We should get everything that we think we're going to need off the boat... our 
blankets and sleeping bags are still there. Okay? So, Dave, see if you can round up some firewood. Eddie, see if 
you can find a good place to set up camp, Jeff, if you want to go see how much you can get off the boat, 


then I'll..." 


Stone's voice trailed off as he realized everyone was already up and moving, getting a jump start on their 
assignments. He couldn't help but feel proud, and let himself indulge in the feeling for a moment. It had been a 
while since the group listened to him like that. It had actually been a long while. But he couldn't linger too long. 


There was a lot of work to do. 


He went to help Jeff collect supplies from the boat. 


The First Night 
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"You've done this before .. ." Jeff noted as Eddie blew gently on the kindling he had tucked under a criss-cross 
of larger branches. His breath sent smoke upward through the mist and the dark trees around them. 


The group was by the shore, clustered around a large piece of driftwood, which made a nice bench, exhausted 
from the work they had rushed to complete that afternoon in preparation for spending the night on the island. 
Dave had collected a healthy pile of firewood from the forest, and Jeff and Stone had retrieved all the critical 
supplies they could from the boat, while Eddie had found a cave-like nook halfway up the rocky slope where 
they would be able to sleep, sheltered from the wind and drizzle. And Mike was still resting, his head securely 
bandaged, after the group insisted he shouldn't exert himself. All that was left to do was get the fire going, 


have some food, and go to sleep. 


Eddie ducked to avoid a backdraft of smoke that wafted in his direction. Then, he leaned forward again to give 
it one more blow. The fire jumped to life, a warm glow rising to light up the night and heat the air and the 
gray pebbles around them. 


"Nice..." Jeff stretched his hands out toward the fire, letting the warmth of it soothe his stiff muscles. 
"Wait, I'm not done." Eddie smiled at Jeff and retrieved more wood from Dave's pile. 


Jeff couldn't help but notice that Eddie was much better now -- the sullen, withdrawn demeanor he'd had 
before they left seemed to be gone. Eddie's smile sent a rush of elation through Jeff. He was startled by the 
intensity of the feeling. Why did that make him so happy? Did he miss the old Eddie that much? Jeff watched 
as Eddie effortlessly snapped a large hemlock branch in two against his bare knee, and surgically placed each 


half over the fire in a teepee-like structure, leaning perilously against another one. 
"Okay ... nobody breathe .. ." Stone quipped, with an eye roll. 


Jeff glanced down at Stone, who was sitting on the pebbles in front of him, resting his head on Jeff's knee. He 
could always tell when Stone was agitated. His level of sarcasm would go up a notch and he would get that look, 
and right now Stone was clearly agitated But Jeff figured it was because of his guitar. On their first trip to 
the boat, Stone had led him down to see the wreckage below deck. Without a word, he had just pointed at it, 
and then had resumed collecting supplies, leaving Jeff on his own to reconcile how Stone must be feeling about 
it. He understood. His own bass was destroyed too, but it was a recently acquired instrument, which could 


easily be replaced. Stone's guitar was part of his soul. 


"Shhh . . . " Eddie scolded Stone without looking up. Dave handed him two more branches, which Eddie took and 


carefully leaned against the first two. He cautiously withdrew his hands, waiting to see if it was going to stay. 


"Eddie. . " Stone groaned, looking at his wrist, where a watch would normally be. "It doesn't need to be an art 


project.” 
Jeff opened his mouth to scold him too, but then reconsidered. No... let him be... 
"Just one more..." Eddie reached out his hand again. Dave passed him the fifth and final branch. 


Now it was complete. There were five branches, all leaning solidly on each other, balancing perfectly. Eddie 


stepped back. 

‘It's beautifull" Dave gushed, standing up to admire it. "Great work, Eddie!" 
‘It's nothing,” Eddie smiled modestly. 

Mike gave it a thumbs up. 


Stone sighed and pushed against Jeff's knee to get himself up to a standing position. He looked like he wanted to 
kick it. Instead, he went over to the cooler and started whipping food out. Bags of brats and veggie dogs. Chips 
and beer. Salami and cheese. Hummus and pita. Celery and carrots. They had quite a stash. 


Jeff came over to help. There were even delicate little cucumber sandwiches, which someone had wrapped 


tightly in plastic. You had to love this band. 
"Who wants a brat?" Dave was loading up a thin straight stick with brats for everyone. 


Before long they had settled in with their carefully measured portion of food. Despite the abundance of 
provisions, everyone tacitly agreed that they ought to ration their supplies. They were quiet as they ate, each 
thinking his own thoughts, watching the dance of the flames, relieved by the warmth it radiated. It had been a 
really long day. 


Jeff's mind wandered back to the boat. With each trip he and Stone had made, Jeff had taken a few moments 
to study the damage. Assess it. There was, of course, the enormous gash in the hull, and the upper deck was 
beyond repair. But otherwise . .. the overall structure was still intact. It didn't seem hopeless. While chewing on 


a carrot, he began repairing it in his mind, exploring all the ways he could do it. 


"You know..." he said, looking around at his blissfully munching bandmates. "I think we'll be able to fix the 


boat tomorrow." 


Stone stuffed the last bite of a veggie dog into his mouth, and watched the basketball roll towards him. 


Dave and Jeff and Eddie had finished eating and were playing with it. Buoyed by Jeff's optimistic plans for 
tomorrow, they were carelessly laughing and bouncing it off their knees at each other, in a game vaguely 
resembling hackysack. Stone just watched them. 


And now the ball was rolling in his direction. 
"Stone! Here!" Eddie called with his arms raised. 


"No! To me!" Dave called, blocking Eddie. 


Stone picked it up, suppressing the urge to hurl it into the fire. Why was the sight of their camaraderie 
creating such a pang in him? Why had watching Eddie show off his fire-making skills irked him so much? He 
was being a brat. He knew it. But he couldn't help it. Something about watching them ... okay . . . watching 
Eddie. And Dave. No. No, It was the boat that was troubling him. Not to mention their predicament. Stone 
couldn't just ignore the looming presence of the boat, only yards away, rising up from the black sand like a 
hulking demon, or the splintered remains that he knew were still inside it. It seemed to mock them, a constant 


reminder that they were marooned, isolated, stuck like prisoners in a world they could no longer understand. 
He was glad that Jeff felt it was fixable ... but it didn't look that way to him. 


"Actually..." Stone stood up, still holding the ball. "l'm going to bed. Can one of you help me get Mike up to 


the cave?" 
Their smiles faded. 
"Yeah, he's right," Jeff sighed, stretching his muscles. "We've got a lot to do tomorrow." 


The rocky nook that Eddie had staked out was really only big enough for three, yet all five members of the 
band squeezed in as best they could. 


"At least we're used to close quarters," Dave noted, snuggling up against the cave wall. "Its just like the tour 


bus. 
Stone claimed the spot beside him, as nonchalantly as he could. 


Mike was already asleep against the opposing wall of the cave, and Jeff and Eddie slid in too, with Eddie in the 
center, next to Stone. Stone could feel the slight layer of sweat that both Dave and Eddie had worked up while 
playing their basketball "game," and shifted to be a little closer to Dave, resting his cheek on Dave's hair. He 
was beginning to feel better. 


"What a day..." Dave whispered, letting Stone nestle in against him. 
"Mmmhmm," Stone concurred. 


The whitepine fronds that they had laid out on the floor earlier made a nice cushion, and the sleeping bags, 
which they had opened up and spread over the top of all of them, felt soft and warm. The light from the 
dying flames created a hypnotic dance on the ceiling of the cave, and the crackle of it provided enough 
comforting background noise for the group to drift off quickly. 


Stone listened as one by one his bandmates’ breathing became deep and regular. Everyone was calm. Everyone 
was optimistic. Strange, he thought. It was almost as if the shipwreck hadn't happened. Almost as if this was 
just the normal retreat that they had planned for. That Eddie had planned for . . . 

He lay on his back watching the firelight, and it was then that he noticed something. 


A shadow. A shadow was crossing between the firelight and the cave. He breathed in sharply, and lifted his 
head, not yet wanting to disturb the peaceful rest of his friends. What was that? 


It happened again. 


And now he could hear something too. The sound of something, something, like the sound of pine cones being 
stepped on, being tussled about on the rocks outside the cave. 


He rose a little, resting on his elbows, listening carefully, his heart starting to pound. The sound was coming 


closer. What could it be? An animal? If so, it was a large animal. 


At the entrance of the cave, the shadow appeared again, this time remaining still. Whatever it was, It was 


large. And its shadow was becoming larger. It was coming closer. 


"Hhhhhey!" he tried to whisper frantically to Dave or Eddie. But no sound came out. It was as if he were 


frozen. He tried to cry out. Nothing. His voice wasn't working. 


Dreaming, Im dreaming Im asleep. This is just ike when you try to scream in a dream and you can't. Fuck, this is a 


dream. 


He couldn't move now either. He could only watch helplessly as the shadow grew on the cave walls, blocking the 
light from the fire, and the crunching pinecone sound grew louder. It was coming. Whatever it was, it was 


coming. It was going to enter the cave. 
Noll! 


And in the dark shadows, he saw something that looked like a human figure peer in from the side of the cave 


entrance, then pull back, then peer in again, almost as if playing peek-a-boo with him. It seemed to be about 


his own height, but it was backlit from the fire. He couldn't make out anything else. 


Go away! Go away! He mouthed the silent words. He squeezed his eyes shut, praying that it would vanish -- 


whatever it was. 


But it didn't. Even with his eyes closed he could sense its presence and hear its breath and feel it watching 


him. 

Unable to bear it, he opened his eyes abruptly and as they adjusted better to the dark he saw it, standing 
against the cave entrance, half inside, and half outside, the cave wall splitting his face down the middle. Stone 
could see him clearly now. He could see his hair, long hair, and familiar eyes, staring right at him. 

No, no, it cant be. It can't be. 

Using every ounce of strength he could muster, Stone forced his body upright into a sitting position and 
released his bottled up fright into a scream that seemed to shatter the cave walls and rip through the 
blackness of the forest beyond it. The sound of it terrified him. It seemed to come from somewhere so deep 
that it was beyond the realm of consciousness, from another world, from hell. 

The figure disappeared. 

"What the fuckl!" Jeff yelled, sitting up too. Everyone was wide awake now. 


"Shit, what happened?" Dave instinctively grabbed Stone's shoulders and held him. "Are you okay?" 


"Oh my god, l'm so sorry," Stone groaned, realizing how annoyed they must all be. "| thought | heard someone, 


uh, um, | mean, something, out there. | thought | saw something." 
"Dude, you were dreaming," Jeff put his hand over his heart, and took a deep breath. "if you're going to have 
nightmares, go sleep in your own cavel" He shifted the pine fronds underneath him and lay back down, 


attempting to get comfortable in the tiny slot between Mike and Eddie. 


Eddie was giving Stone a concerned look too, and even Mike had sat up in confusion. Dave was still gently 
rubbing his shoulders. "It's okay, it's okay," he whispered. 


‘lm okay..." Stone assured them, continuing to study the cave entrance. "I'm okay." 
Slowly the group lay back down, and one by one, succumbing to sleep again 


But Stone lay awake for a long time, trying to understand what he had seen. It must have been a dream. 


Surely it was a dream. 


The Morning 


When Stone woke up, he saw an unfamiliar tunnel of foggy light in front of him and felt a damp breeze gushing 
over his body. He had a horrible kink in his neck and for the life of him couldn't understand where he was. 
Closing his eyes tightly and then reopening them, he remembered the events from the previous day. The 


storm. The island This was real. 
He noticed both Eddie and Dave had left the cave, but Jeff and Mike were still sleeping comfortably. 


He inspected Mike, making sure that no blood was coming through the bandage, and that he was breathing 


regularly. 


Crawling outside the cave into the hazy morning light, Stone paused. He could hear distant birds and the wind 
through the towering pines above him. It was such a fucked up situation, but also . . . lovely. 


But as he stepped on a pinecone outside the cave, the memory of the dream came back to him, His stomach 
dropped. His heart started to pound. Wow ... what a dream! It had seemed so real, and could have sworn he 
wasn't asleep yet. But, obviously it had been a dream. What else could it be? And he groaned at the memory 


of having woken everyone. 


Pushing the thought out of his mind, he noticed voices coming from the direction of the fire. He skidded down 
the mossy slope that led to the shore to join his bandmates. 


But, when the shoreline came into view, he saw that Eddie was there alone. He was poking at the fire, And in 
the distance, through the mist, he saw Dave, out on a rocky ledge that extended out into the sound, 
attempting to put the fishing pole to use. Stone stood for a few moments to watch him, the wind playing with 
his hair, and his slightly awkward posture as he tried to cast the line. 

"Hey ..." he said to Eddie, who nodded back. They stood together by the fire for a few minutes, the morning 
air blending with the smoke that twirled around them. "Were you ... talking to someone just now?" Stone finally 
asked. 

Eddie jumped slightly and his poker stick stopped in mid-air. 

"Just myself," he finally said, giggling shyly at Stone, and resuming the poking. "Reciting poetry.” 

Stone nodded. 


"Any more . . . sleep trouble?" Eddie continued. 


"No," Stone squeezed his eyes shut and felt himself blush. 


"Today we should go exploring,” Eddie suggested, changing the subject. "Looks like the weather is calm." 


They both looked down the shoreline. The black pebbles were interspersed by jagged outcroppings of rock, all 
decorated with vibrant green moss, one after the other, eventually curving beyond their line of vision. Gazing 


up the hill, an array of spruces, pines and fir trees clustered Together, creating a solid green wall that sloped 


over the peak of the hills. 


"Sure," Stone replied absently. He actually felt that the group's focus should be fixing the boat, and trying to 
wave down any other vessels that might pass by, rather than venturing inland, but it was too early in the 


morning to start a . . . discussion 

He stretched and yawned. 

‘It's so quiet," Eddie observed, breathing in a deep breath and then letting it out. 
"You say that like it's a good thing". 


"Its not a bad thing!" Eddie insisted, stopping to watch a seagull floating overhead. "It's better than being in the 


city. I'd rather be here right now than at home in my cage .. . ' 


Stone squatted down, warming his hands in the fire. He noticed Jeff was up now too, sliding down the mossy 
slope, just like he had done himself. 


"Hmm, seems like you got just what you wanted," Stone mused. "If | didn't know better, I'd think you --" 


"Hey check this out" Dave's voice suddenly interrupted. He was bouncing toward them, swinging what looked like 
a baby chinook on his line. "We can eat!" 


Dave and Stone set about cleaning the fish, while Jeff and Eddie worked on rigging up a small platform to cook 
on, using parts of the burners Jeff and Stone had ripped out from the kitchenette, setting them upon some 
chunks of metal, the origin of which no one could quite discern. Luckily they had managed to salvage some pans 
and utensils too, which made cooking not only possible, but almost easy. And working together, using some large 


sticks and the mooring rope, they constructed a post from which they could hang pots over the fire, and even 


dangle the Thermos. Hot coffee! 


"See, not a bad thing," Eddie muttered again, glancing in Stone's direction He took a long slow slurp from the 


Thermos, and passed it on. 


"Hey, I'm the one who had the foresight to bring coffee!" Stone glared at him, swirling the Thermos to assess 
whether Eddie had taken more than his share. 


"Too bad it'll only last for one day," Dave pointed out. 


Jeff looked annoyed. "That doesn't matter because we aren't going to BE HERE for more than one day." 
Dave turned and looked at the boat. "You really think we can fix that TODAY?" 

"We'll try!" 

"| dontt know ... it's pretty fucked up -- ' 

"We're FIXING iH" Jeff's volume rose several notches. 


Dave was quiet for a minute, then couldn't stop himself. "Man, Jeff. You don't have to start in on me. | was 


just --" 

‘lm not STARTING IN, I'm just trying to think positive, and | don't need to be defeated before | even begin --" 
"Guys .. whoa," Stone stepped in. "Can we just... not. . ?" 

Jeff stood up, taking his fish pieces with him. "I'm going to go take a look at it" He walked away. 

Eddie poked at the fire. 

Dave stuffed the rest of his fish into his mouth. "I'm going to get some more wood," he mumbled. 

"lll help," Stone got up to follow him. 

They walked in silence for a while, Stone sensing that Dave still needed a minute to cool off. He debated 
whether to say something, to remind Dave that he didn't need to worry about Jeff, that Jeff was just 
excitable sometimes, but decided to let it go. A walk in the woods, and doing something constructive like getting 
firewood, seemed to be helping. 

"Have you ever been out on these islands before?" Dave asked, his tone definitely calmer. He sounded like 
himself again. The familiar happy Dave that Stone knew so well. He was several feet in front of Stone, 


crunching pine cones with each step. 


"Yeah ..." Stone perked up too. "My family used to come out here a lot when | was little. There's a park, the 


San Juan national reserve, that's really nice. Looks a lot like this island” 
"That's so sweet. | can just see you... young Stone." Dave turned around to give him a quick smirk. 
They continued along, collecting viable sticks and branches from the ground as they went. 


"You know, this is the first time I've even been out on a boat since | got here? And I've been here for years 


already," Dave continued. "| can't believe I've never been out to explore these islands. It's fucked up that we 


haven't had any time. | don't think I've even been on a ferry since ... remember the time we... ?" Dave 


turned around and grinned at Stone again. 

Of course Stone remembered that time. 

He remembered many times. He remembered the day they met, the first time they rode a ferry together. It 
was the day that Dave had arrived in Seattle. It was raining. And Stone remembered boarding the ferry, and 
how Dave's eyes had widened with joy as the skyline unfolded before them, and how he laughed and shivered 
as the wind and drizzle had enveloped them. 

But most of all Stone remembered how proud he had felt. Thinking about it now, he realized something strange. 
Why had it been so important that he be the one, instead of Jeff, who took Dave under his wing? Who showed 
Dave the town Who made sure he got settled Stone hadn't thought of any of those questions at the time. 


Only now, now as he scrambled up a rocky ledge behind Dave, who was shaking a dead branch loose from a 


huge Douglas Fir tree, did it occur to him. 

"Wooo!" Dave hollered as it crashed down at their feet, splintering into multiple pieces. "Here's a good load!" 
They picked up as many pieces as they could and began heading back. Stone felt slightly embarrassed as he 
noticed Dave was carrying twice as much as himself. Back at the shore they dumped their armloads onto the 


pebbles, then headed back into the privacy of the forest to collect another batch. 


"At least we're getting fresh air!" Dave said, stretching his arms and breathing in the pine-scented 


atmosphere. 


"Why is everyone ENJOYING this?" Stone had accidentally stepped directly into a low hanging branch, which left 


a small scratch on his cheek. "Dammit!" 

"Looks like some more up there!" Dave pointed to another rocky ledge, and began climbing. 

Stone followed, slipping several times on the slick moss that seemed to cover everything. 

Upon reaching the top, Dave paused and looked out across the water at the view. 

"Oh my god look at this!" he commented. "It's like a dream!" 

Stone joined him, huffing a little. He looked at the vista too. Despite the fact that the gentle mist, which floated 
down over the conifers and the rocks, didn't allow for much visibility beyond the coastline, the gentle lap of 
the sound against the pebbles, the call of distant seagulls, and everything about their surroundings was 


beautiful. 


Stone just wished he could enjoy it as easily as Dave did. He just couldn't shake the feeling of dread. Or the 


fear that it was somehow all going to crumble away beneath them. 

Dave sensed Stone's anxiety. 

"Hey ... we'll be okay. Think about it, the most popular band in the world suddenly vanishes without a trace? 
Someone will come looking. They'll send the coast guard for us. We're the most popular band in the world!" he 
shouted the last part over the rocks, listening to the echo. 

"| know," Stone tried to smile. "I hope so. It's just -- " he stopped himself. 

"What?" 

"IFs just strange that we can't see any other islands .. . " 

Dave followed Stone's gaze. They were both quiet for a few moments. 

Stone sat down. The thoughts that were racing through his mind blended with the physical strain of carrying 
wood and climbing rocks, which he wasn't used to. It was all causing him to feel mildly light headed. Dave sat 


down too. 


"That was fun, wasn't it..." Dave continued, still in his carefree tone. "Remember we went all over town that 


day! We went to the Needle. We went to Pike's Market . . . " 
"| remember ... " 

Dave paused, now laying back on the rocks, looking up at the mist. 

Stone watched him. 

"Honestly though?" Dave continued. "| was just happy that my new bandmate turned out to be so cool” 

Stone continued to watch him, lying back, completely relaxed on the rocks, his long pale brown hair spilling all 
around him, his eyes closed. Stone felt an urge to touch him, to run his hand over the hair. He remembered 
feeling the urge on that day too. But he had to stop himself. It suddenly seemed so long ago. They barely knew 
each other then. But now .. . 

‘lm sorry," Dave said. 

Stone was quiet, waiting for him to elaborate. He did. 

"About what | said earlier ... on the boat. You're not just ‘dudes’ to me." Dave opened his eyes, watching Stone 


intently. "I mean it. You're ... everything to me. Its just -- sometimes, | worry about how everyone would 


react, and I'm not sure how if I'm ready to..." 


"I know . . . " Stone finally did reach out to touch him. He ran his hand over Dave's hair, enjoying the softness 


of it. 
Dave smiled, looking relieved. "You're not mad at me?" 


"No . . . " Stone lay down too. "| worry about that too. | know they are our friends, and they'd be cool with it, 


but on the other hand, all our relationships are so complicated" 


"No one is here now..." Dave reminded him. "They're all at the shore. And we would hear them coming." 


That was all the invitation Stone needed. He lunged in to kiss Dave's lips. 


Chapter 8: The Vision 
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Where the fuck are they, Jeff thought as he continued to study the massive hole in the boat's side. His 
numerous attempts at patching it all seemed to be failing. He had tried everything from mattress stuffing, to 
Stone's raincoat, to random pieces of plastic, taping over and around them all in a haphazard way, with a roll of 


duct tape that he had been amazed to find. But the gaping sloppy hole continued to mock him. 


"How's it going?" Eddie asked, coming up behind him. Eddie had been making the rounds between helping Jeff, 
stoking the fire, and tending to Mike, who was still resting in the cave. 


I'm getting there ..." Jeff tried to sound confident. "It's just... so enormous." 

Eddie studied it too. He squinted at it, nodding slightly, but didn't say anything. 

‘| mean... its not done yet..." Jeff realized his work wasn't quite ready to pass inspection 
‘Is there anything | can do?" Eddie asked. 


Jeff sighed "Well, if Stone and Dave were here, that would help. See, | need all you guys to lift it while | wrap 
the tape underneath -- " 


"Hey hey," Stone called, as he and Dave approached. 


"Fuck, it's about time! Why do you guys look so happy? Here, can you help me with this? | just need you to lift 
it up while |..." Jeff motioned underneath the hull, indicating what he planned to do with the tape. 


Stone and Dave exchanged a glance. Then they looked at the patchwork in front of them. No one moved. 


"Umm ..." Eddie finally broke in. “Jeff, are you sure we want to do that? The boat's already leaning. If we lift 
it, it might fall completely on it's side.” 


Jeff sighed He glanced at the sky. Even though it was still morning, he could swear the sky was getting darker. 


"We have to ... If we can get it fixed, it's still early enough that we could set out for ..." he gestured in a 
random direction that felt the most like home. 


Stone had stepped forward and was studying the hole too, obviously not listening. He looked at the hole, then 
looked at Jeff, then back at the hole. Jeff rolled his eyes, and paced in a circle, waiting for what he knew was 
coming. 

"Seriously?" Stone finally said. 

"You think YOU could do better?" Jeff shot back, resisting the urge to hurl the duct tape at him. 


"Is that my raincoat?" 


"What was | SUPPOSED to use? And that's beside the point! What matters is getting it fixed, and getting back" 
Jeff slammed the tape to the ground, causing Stone to flinch. 


"Well don't get all worked up again,” Stone took a step back in self-defense. "What's your deal today?" 
"Nothing's my deal, Stone, all | need is you guys to shut up and lift it!" 

"But Jeff! Look at it!" he insisted. "You seriously want us to go out on the water in that?? When we have no 
idea how long it'll take to get back? When we don't even know where we are? It could take hours, or days for 
all we know. That is NOT going to hold" 

Jeff put his hands on his hips and sighed. He knew they were right. He just wished Stone didn't have to be so . 
.. right. And he couldn't believe another day was going to go by, and they were still marooned out here. How 
could this be happening? He breathed out again and closed his eyes. Count. Count to ten 

Everyone else was quiet. They stared at the pebbles. 

"I should probably go check on Mike," Stone finally said. 

* 

"How does it feel?" Stone asked as he unwound the bandage from Mike's forehead. 

As carefully as he could, he doused some bottled water over the exposed cut, trying not to splash any water 
in Mike's eyes. Luckily the bleeding had stopped, and seeing the wound again, Stone was relieved to find it didn't 
appear as large or deep as it had initially looked. 

"Mike ..." Stone petted his hair as gently as he could. "Please talk .. . " 


Mike didn't answer. His eyes were open and he was staring at the wall of the cave. 


"Mike . . . ?" Stone tucked the sleeping bag tighter around him. Fuck Even though the cut was healing, Mike 
didn't seem to be getting better. What if he had suffered a concussion or something even worse? They had 


probably made a mistake by letting him sleep. For all Stone knew, he needed medical attention. What if he was 
bleeding internally? What if he had brain damage? If only they hadn't done this! If only he had listened to his 
instincts at NOT let Eddie talk him into this stupid trip. If only he could do it over -- 

No, no, no. Stone stopped himself. He took a deep breath. He couldn't go there. He had to keep it together. 

He noticed that his hands were still shaking. For some reason the tussle with Jeff had left him extremely 
unsettled. He wasn't sure why. He was used to sparring with Jeff, and this one was no worse than others 
they'd had over the years. 

Maybe it wasn't the fight at all 


Stone pictured the boat, how ominously it was leaning, how hulking and deformed it looked now. And the 
hopelessness of the repairs Jeff had done. Yes, that was it. 


It was the loss of hope. 

Up until now the boat had been an option He really had hoped that Jeff could fix it, despite how cynical he had 
acted. If anyone could have fixed it, Jeff could Stone stared at the cave wall too. Why hadn't he told Jeff that? 
Why had he been so critical of Jeff's work? Why was he always so derisive? Maybe that was part of it too. 
‘lm ready..." Mike suddenly announced, breaking into Stone's thoughts. "Let's go." 


"What?" Stone jumped, and squeezed Mike's hand. 


"They're coming..." he said. It was the same phrase he had said on the beach when he first woken up. "I can 


see them... ' 
Stone rattled Mike's hand. "Who's coming? Are you dreaming? Mike?" 

Mike gasped and sat straight up. His eyes met Stone's, now totally lucid. 

"Hey..." he whispered. "Stone . . . where am |?" 

"You're fine," Stone reassured him. "Remember that weekend get-a-way thing Eddie wanted to do? This is it” 
"Oh. . . " Mike looked around the cave. "Okay ... Why does my head hurt?" 


Because you're suffering from a potentially life-threatening head injury and we're on an uncharted island with a 


tucked up boat and no way to get home. 


"You just, um, slipped and fell on the boat and hit your head" It wasn't really a lie... "You're going to be okay." 
He paused, then continued in a whisper. "Who's coming, Mike? What did you mean by that?" 


"Huh?" 
"You said, ‘they're coming. Who are they?" 


Mike was quiet. Then he laughed, more to himself than Stone. "Ohl Nothing, just my grandparents. It's funny. | 
keep having dreams about them -- standing on the shore waving at me, or in the doorway to the cave. Guess 


I've been missing them lately -- they died when | was little." 


* 


"You know? I've been thinking ..." Eddie said as he picked up the duct tape and other stray building materials 
that were still strewn around the boat. "We should explore the island. | mentioned it to Stone earlier . . ." Eddie 


glanced in the direction of the cave. 


Jeff ignored him. He appreciated that Eddie was trying to be supportive, but he really wasn't in the mood to 
talk. But Eddie continued. 


| mean, we're just assuming it's uninhabited, but we haven't actually walked around it. We haven't looked 
further inland. There might be something here. Maybe this is some rich guy's private island or something! 


Maybe he's got a boat, or a house. Who knows! And we won't know unless we look!" 


Eddie sounded so encouraging that Jeff couldn't help but consider it. And he was making a good point. He looked 
back at the failure of the boat. Yeah, fixing it was no longer an alternative. Perhaps there were other 


resources. Perhaps Eddie was right. 
"Okay," he nodded. "Let's check it out” 


So, Eddie and Jeff began their walk, really more of a climb, over the steep mossy rockiness that comprised the 
shoreline. But beyond each bend, their view looked the same. 


"More rocks. More pines. More moss. More mist," Eddie said, in time with his own footsteps. 


"Yeah ...| hope that's not all we're going to get," Jeff sighed, pausing to take a rest on an odd rock that was 
shaped almost perfectly like a chair. 


While Jeff rested, Eddie looked inland, peering through the trees. "We'll have to venture up there too." He 
lingered at the edge of the woods. 


Jeff leaned his head back on the rock, letting what little sun there was sooth him. He closed his eyes, trying to 
shake off the failure of the boat, and the residue of the argument with Stone. Why did Stone have to be so 

smug all the time? Why couldn't he just .. . Jeff briefly wondered if he was too sensitive himself. He and Stone 
had gotten off on the wrong foot from the start. It was too bad they couldn't start over ... go back and do it 


differently. 


Jeff listened to the birds, and the sound of the water lapping at the shore, and the wind through the hemlocks. 
He had to admit it was peaceful. If nothing else, at least they were getting the break that they needed. That 
they deserved. 


He heard Eddie rustling in the trees, and for a second it sounded like he was running. 


Jeff opened one eye. Eddie was gone. He must have ventured up further inland, as he had been saying. Oh no, 
Jeff thought. He felt it was definitely smarter to stay together, to always keep each other within eye shot, 


and now Eddie had gone off alone. 
"Eddie?" Jeff called. No answer. “Eddie, hold up. I'll come with youl" 
The only response was a call from a seagull. 


Fuck, why did he do that, Jeff thought as he got up, standing at the edge of the woods himself, trying to 


figure out what Eddie's route might have been. What if he slipped on a rock? Or fell into a crevasse? 


He chose what looked like the easiest and most obvious path forward and began following it, pushing branches 
out of his way as he went. Surely Eddie was okay. This was Eddie, after all. The man who climbs light rigging 
and walks on the hands of his crowd night after night with ease and without fear. Eddie had enough command 
over his own body not to fall carelessly. Now if it were Stone . . . 


"Jeff! Hey Jeh-efff ..." 

He jumped. 

From behind him, back from the chair-shaped rock where he had been sitting, he swore he heard his name. He 
slowly turned around, straining to hear, struggling to make sense of the oddly familiar sing-song voice that had 
just called out to him. What was that? Eddie . . . it didn't sound like Eddie, but it must be. Eddie must have 


circled back to the rock, and was probably looking for him now. Breathing out in relief, Jeff began retracing his 
steps. 


But as soon as he pushed the last branch out of the way, and the rock came into view, Jeff stopped, in shock. 
It wasn't Eddie. 


Holy fuck... 


The Waterfall 


Jeff stared at the sight before him, squinting and shaking his head as if trying to rattle reality back into it. He 


took a step forward, closer to it, to him, their eyes meeting. 


"How ... how can you be here?" Jeff finally said, his voice barely audible. The young man smiled back at him, 
the familiar playful smile he knew so well, but hadn't seen for so long. And then Jeff heard the voice again, but 
this time it was a whisper, and it seemed to be coming from inside his own head. The lips on the young man 


did not move. 
"Jeff... you have to get off this island You're not supposed fo be here" 


"Hey guess what! There's a waterfall up here!" From the top of the hill, from the other direction, Eddie's 


distinct voice cut through the mist from above him. 


Jeff jerked his head toward the direction of Eddie's voice, but then immediately turned back to look at the rock 


again. 
It was gone now. 


He was gone. The person he thought he saw was no longer there. Jeff breathed out and laughed to himself. He 
had imagined it. Nothing had been there. No one was standing on the rock now, so whatever, whoever, he 
thought he saw must have been his imagination. It made sense. After all, he hadn't slept well -- Stone had 
been tossing and turning all night after his bad dream. Plus he hadn't eaten much. Not to mention the trauma 


of the storm, and how stressful this whole situation was! Of course his mind was playing tricks on him. 
"Jeff?" Eddie called louder, sounding mildly alarmed. 
"Yeah!" Jeff called back "Thats GREAT! I'm coming up." 


But Jeff noticed his hands were still shaking as he returned into the woods, pushing branches out of the way 
once again, following the direction of Eddie's voice. He stopped several times to look behind him. Just to be sure. 


'Listenll" Eddie came into view ahead of him, a huge smile on his face. He motioned to Jeff to stand still. "Do 
you hear it?" 


"Hmmm," Jeff strained to hear what he could. In the quietude of the island, Jeff noticed more acutely that 
tinnitus had formed in his ear at some point. Probably many years and many gigs ago. It wasn't noticeable in 
the city, with its continuous hum of life. But here. Out here in the silence, he noticed it. And realizing it was 
there made him suddenly hyper-aware of his age, of the passing of time, and how he no longer felt invincible 
the way he did when he was yourger. If only he had taken more precautions back then. If only he could do it 


over. 


"That's a waterfall!" Eddie looked in the direction of the sound with a dreamy, almost hypnotized gazed. 


Sure enough, there was a noise other than the wind and the ringing in his ears, a distant continuous thundering 


of what sounded like flowing water. 
Eddie had already gotten up and was scrambling up a rocky ledge in the direction of the sound. Jeff followed. 
"Wow ..." was all he could say as they reached the top. 


The most lovely cascade that Jeff had ever seen gushed out of a crevasse in the rocky hillside above them, 


dancing over the moss and tumbling down down down into a welcoming pool of blueness far below them. 


"Its beautiful, isn't it," Eddie said softly as he reached out to let the stream of water run over his hand. "It's 


fresh water, too. We can finally drink something besides beer. Let's go down there!" 


Jeff turned abruptly to look at Eddie. It struck Jeff that Eddie sounded oddly proud. Almost as if he had known 
about the waterfall all along. 


The rocky cliff that led down to the blue pool was nothing short of treacherous. Despite the athletic prowess 
of both men, it was a struggle to keep their footing as they made their way down, feeling out one stable ledge 
after another. 


Finally arriving at a stable platform, about I5 feet up from the water, Eddie stopped and flashed Jeff a devilish 
grin. He took off his shoes. He peeled his shirt off. Then his ragged shorts. And then the rest. 


Eddie looked down into the water, with the same intense look that Jeff had seen him make a million times 
before hurtling himself off a balcony into a crowd. Jeff said a silent prayer, hoping that there wasn't a rock 
hiding beneath the water, as Eddie closed his eyes and pushed himself up and off the cliff, his naked body 


curving into a graceful swan dive, penetrating the glassy surface with barely a splash. 
Jeff held his breath. Waiting. Waiting for Eddie to re-emerge. 


"Woooollll It feels GREAT! Come onl" He looked like Cousin It when he popped his head up from the water, his 
hair completely covering his face before he swiped it back with his hand. Eddie then jumped up to float on his 
back, his arms and legs outstretched, his body exposed, riding the ripples of the water's surface like a lillypad. 
His eyes were still glued to Jeff. 


Enticing Jeff to join him. 
Jeff stripped too. He stood on the ledge for a moment, feeling Eddie's gaze upon him. Their eyes met. Seeing 


each other nude wasn't awkward for them, having roomed together countless times, on countless tours, but as 


Jeff stood, exposed, on the ledge, he felt a strange sensation from Eddie's eyes. He was giving him a look unlike 


anything he had seen before. He almost didn't seem like Eddie at all. 


Jeff looked away uneasy, and instead focused his gaze on the beautiful blue pool, locating the exact spot where 
Eddie had broken the surface. If Eddie had survived, there must not be any rocks below. He stepped off the 
ledge, going feet first, his arms raised, and let himself fall fall fall. 


The rush of cool water hit him gently and enveloped his body as he sunk into it. It washed away the grit and 
the smoke and the sweat and the residue of everything they had been through. It washed away the fear and 
the memory of the vision he had seen earlier. It washed away the tinnitus and the stress of the boat. At that 
moment he let go of it all. He let his body relax completely under the water, sinking downward slowly, going 
completely limp. There was no sound except for the white noise of the water filling his ears. And a sense of 


complete peace and calm came over him. Nothing had ever felt better. 
He wanted to stay there. Forever. 


But then a jolt hit him and a searing pain filled his lungs. He had accidentally taken a breath. He convulsed into 
an underwater cough and flailed his arms as he panicked to get back to the surface. The peace he had felt 
seconds earlier was shattered as his lungs seemed to explode. All he could feel now was a sense of choking, of 


struggling to breathe, of dying. 


The water was no longer blue. It was a torrent of blackness that pushed and twisted him helplessly. He was 
unable to fight it. It pushed him to the surface and he saw the wheel in front of him. The wooden spokes of 
the wheel from the boat, and the broken glass of the windows that had surrounded it. He gasped painfully for 
a mouthful of air as the black sky was ripped open by cracks of lightning and then -- 


"Heyl!" Eddie had hold of his arm and was pulling him up onto a ledge behind the waterfall. He laid Jeff on his 
stomach and pushed on his back. "Are you okay?" 


Jeff struggled for a breath, trying to expel the water that still gripped his lungs, trying to understand what 
the hell had just happened. "Oh my god," he was finally able to say, gagging as he coughed. He was safe. Eddie 
was beside him, gently rubbing his back and his arm. He was better. He was okay. But he didn't like this 
waterfall. As he watched the torrent of water spilling down endlessly in front of him, creating a hypnotic 
foamy cauldron, he felt like it was beckoning him, urging him to jump back in, to submerge himself again 
Enticing him the same way Eddie had done with his eyes, before he jumped. 


Let's go back," he stood up abruptly. "Let's go back to the shore. Now.’ 


* 


Stone stood by the shore, staring out at the water. A light breeze skipped along the surface and played with 
his hair, and the pervasive mist that had been there from the start still lingered, masking whatever lay 
beyond. He watched Dave, who was making another attempt at fishing from the rocky ledge. He seemed to be 
getting better at it. Hopefully he would catch something again. 


Even though he couldn't see the sun, he would tell the mist was growing dimmer once again, starting to feel 


dinner time-ish. He looked in the direction Jeff and Eddie had gone, then looked at the fire. 
He tossed another log on, listening to it crackle and spring to life, still thinking about dinner. He wandered over 
to the cooler and opened it, trying to consider the best order of operation. The sandwiches were already 


getting soggy, so maybe they should eat those first. 


Two silhouettes on the shore caught his eye. Jeff and Eddie were returning. He noticed Jeff was walking 
quickly, many paces ahead of Eddie, who didn't seem to be in much of a hurry to catch up. 


"Heyl" he waved at them. "Did you find anything?" 


Jeff didn't reply. He dove past Stone and sat down on the driftwood, sinking head into his heads, breathing out 


slowly. 
"Jeff?" Stone began to ask. 

"| need your Thermos!" Eddie exclaimed with delight as he arrived at the fire. "We have fresh water!" 
"Huh?" 


"We found a waterfall! Its beautiful. It's amazing. | need to fill up your Thermos and whatever else | can find . . 


." Eddie began rummaging through the cooler, looking for spare containers. 

"Oh wow, that's great," But Stone held onto the Thermos. "It's still got coffee -- " 

Eddie gave him a look of disbelief. 

"Fine, here." 

Eddie grabbed it, and began sprinting back in the direction they had come from 

"Wait - Ed - don't - " Jeff gasped, but sighed as Eddie vanished into the mist. 

Stone was watching Jeff carefully. He was definitely out of sorts. Stone debated whether to ask what was 
wrong, but realized he might be opening a can of worms. Maybe Jeff was still mad about the boat. Maybe he 
was still mad at him. If that was the case, Stone was a little afraid to ask... 

Jeff was watching Stone too. All the way home he had been wanting to talk to Stone, planning what he wanted 
to say. He wanted to tell him what he saw that morning. He wanted to tell him about the waterfall, and how 


badly it scared him, and how Eddie had looked at him so strangely. He wanted to share how defeated he felt 
about the boat, how he felt he let everyone down, most of all himself. But now, looking at Stone, with a perfect 


opportunity to talk to him . .. Jeff couldn't do it. What was he going to say? That he had a hallucination? That 
an innocent waterfall had tried to suck him into its death vortex? That Eddie was acting . . . odd? And what 
would Stone say to that? Stone would tease the piss out of him. Stone would roll his eyes and make one of his 
usual smug-ass comments. No .. . he couldn't do it. 


"So... yeah! We found a waterfall. It's great," was all he said. "How's Mike doing?" 


Stone kicked a stray log into the flames. "I don't know . . . honestly, he doesn't seem too good. His head is 
healing, but he just seems . . . out of it" 


"Hmmm." 
They were both quiet for a while. Jeff grabbed a long stick and began poking at the fire. 
"How about you?" Jeff finally broke in. "Did you finally get to sleep last night?" 


Stone rolled his eyes. He had been trying to push the dream out of his head, and now here Jeff was bringing it 


up again. 


"Not really. Yeah, sorry | woke you guys up. That was the weirdest dream, actually pretty funny when | think 


about it now." 


‘Oh yeah?" Jeff asked, still poking at the fire, resigning himself to the fact that he was going to have to listen 
through Stone's dream. 


"It was like one of those cliche horror movies. | heard footsteps outside the cave, coming closer and closer .. ." 


Stone made a monster face and curled his fingers. 

Jeff laughed. At least Stone had a way of making any story funny. 

"And then..." Stone grinned and paused to build up suspense. "I saw this shadow getting larger and larger . . . 
and the footsteps were getting louder and louder ... and, are you ready? Here's the crazy part. When it finally 
appeared in the cave, it turned out to be ANDY! Fucking ANDY was standing there!" Stone paused his story to 

laugh. "And it was SO REAL! | could have sworn he was actually standing there." 

Jeff dropped the poker stick. He turned to stare at Stone. 

Stone was still looking at the fire, smiling to himself, fondly, but sadly. He didn't notice Jeff's reaction 


But when Jeff continued to stare at Stone, without a word, Stone finally looked at him. 


"What?" Stone asked, confused by Jeffs reaction 


Jeff opened his mouth to say something but was clearly struggling. Eventually he said, "Wow . . . yeah, that's 


weird." 

Stone continued to watch him. They knew each other too well. Stone knew something wasn't right. 
ett sat 

"You're sure it was Andy..." 

"Of course! | think I'd recognize him anywhere, even in a dream. Why? What... 2" 


"Okay, yeah, | need to tell you this," Jeff took a deep breath and turned to face Stone, leaning in close to him. 


"Stone. Promise me you won't . . . laugh." 
Stone was concerned now. This was a side of Jeff he rarely saw. "I won't" 
"And promise me you won't freak out" 


"No, | won't freak out, but you're starting to scare me. What is it?" Stone braced himself and put one hand 
over Jeff's. 


"L... saw him Too." 
Stone jumped back, and shook his head in confusion. "What? When??" 


"Earlier this afternoon, right before Eddie and | found the waterfall. | saw him. Except... | was awake . Eddie 
was ahead of me, and | had started to follow him, and heard a noise behind me, so | went back. And when | got 
out of the woods, there he was! He was just standing there, on a rock by the shore. Smiling at me. And he said 


...and then he was gone. Like, a second later, he was just gone. | thought | must have imagined it." 


Stone was quiet. He was staring at the sand, then staring at Jeff, his breathing began to increase. He put his 
hands over his mouth and nose. 


"Holy shit. This is weird. Okay. Okay. Okay," he tried to relax. He tried to think straight. There must be an 
explanation. "What did he say? You started to say that he said something.’ 


"He said my name, But it almost seemed like it was in my head and not really coming from him." 


"Uh huh," Stone felt his pulse starting to race. He grabbed Jeffs hand 
again. "Was that all?" 


Jeff was qui et. 


"Tell me," Stone insisted. 


"He said we have to get off this island. That we aren't supposed to be here." 


The Walk 
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"So... did he offer any advice as to HOW?" 


"Hal" Jeff couldn't help but laugh. And he realized it felt amazingly good to laugh. "Uhh, no, we didn't get that 
far. He disappeared too fast." 


"OF COURSE we have to get off this island," Stone stood up abruptly. He looked out at the water, which was 
turning a breathtaking shade of indigo in the dimming light. "We AREN'T supposed to be here. We already know 
that, for fuck sake." 


"Stone, | imagined it. He wasn't really there. And his voice just reiterated what | was already thinking. It was all 


in my head. And yours was just a dream." 

"Really? Really, Jeff? You seriously think it's just a coincidence?" 

"Of course!" Jeff stood up too. What else COULD it be?" 

Stone opened his mouth to say something, but he couldn't quite articulate it. 

"| mean," Jeff continued. "We're under so much stress right now. Even before we GOT here we were under 
stress! Think about it. We're hungry, we're tired, we just survived a freaking shipwreck! It would be weird if we 
WEREN'T seeing things. We haven't been under this much stress since ..." He looked down 


"Since Andy died," Stone finished in the sentence for him. 


"Right ..." Jeff sighed. "And this situation is probably bringing us back to the stress we felt then. Thats why 


we're seeing him." 


They were both quiet for a while, watching the indigo waves pulsing in and out, listening to the fire, which 


obliviously crackled on 


"So..." Jeff turned and looked at the wood pile. He slowly walked over to it. "Maybe ... if we really need to 


get off this island, maybe what we need to do is build something ourselves." 


Stone raised his eyebrows. 


"We have wood, we have rope, there's a tarp, there's ... other random stuff! We could make a raft." 
Stone thought about it. But he couldn't erase his worried expression. 


Its worth a try," Jeff insisted. "Then we could leave, we can go OUT THERE and find help ourselves instead of 
waiting for it. We can do it!" 


Stone nodded. It was a good idea. Definitely worth a try. Why was he always so reluctant to admit it when he 
agreed with Jeff? But Jeff had already gotten up and was sorting through the wood pile, laying out some of 
the larger logs in order of size. Stone continued to sit by the fire, cuddling his knees. He knew he should get up 
to help, but he still felt so unsettled. 


He looked in the direction Eddie had gone. That wasn't helping either. 
"Do you think we should go after him?" Stone finally asked. "It's going to get dark." 


Jeff stopped and looked too, still holding a large log effortlessly in one hand. He had been thinking the same 
thing, but was hoping that Eddie would return on his own He didn't want to go anywhere near the waterfall 


agai n. 


"Hey Dave!" Stone called out to the rocky ledge, where Dave stood, without waiting for Jeff to reply. "Can you 
keep an eye on Mike, and the fire? We're going to go help Eddie with the water." 


Dave nodded and held up a string of fish for Stone to admire. Stone smiled. 
Then he nodded at Jeff, and they began walking in the direction of the waterfall. 


* 
"Do you think we should tell him?" Stone climbed up the rocky incline behind Jeff, trying to place his feet in 
the exact spots Jeff had chosen. Jeff was definitely more adept at this than he was. Stone felt himself slipping 


on the moss with every step. "Dave, | mean" 


"Tell him what? That we're seeing ghosts?" Jeff eyed the chair-shaped rock cautiously as they passed by it. It 
was just a rock now. No one there. Nothing unusual. "| don't think so . . . honestly, out of all of us, he seems to 


be keeping it together the best. Not sure we want to mess with that!" 


"He is, isn't he," Stone smiled to himself. The strange thing for Stone was, this felt so familiar. Back at home, 
Dave was the one who always seemed to take things in stride, who seemed the most comfortable with all the 
chaos. And he realized that everyone's nuances, all their idiosyncrasies, had seemed to carry over from home 
to the island. Eddie going off by himself. Jeff doing something constructive. Mike unconscious. And he. . . that 


was a hard one. He wasn't sure about himself. 


Home ... fuck. He hadn't thought about home or anything except the weirdness of the island since he had 
woken up here, but suddenly thoughts of it rushed at him. It was hard to believe that just a few short days 
ago they had been in the studio, working on songs, planning tours, enjoying evenings out with friends and family. 
How had everything changed so radically, so quickly. It felt like this inexplicable isolation was all there was now. 
That there was no outside world. That there was no future beyond this crisis. He missed home. He suddenly 
missed it unbearably. Struggling to keep up with Jeff, he bit his lip and swallowed down a hard lump that had 
formed in his throat. 


"We're getting close. | can hear it," Jeff reassured Stone, who was feeling out of breath. 

As the waterfall came into view, they saw Eddie sitting on the same ledge that he had swan-dived from 
earlier, his unruly hair spilling over his face, being coated by the mist which rose from the thundering torrent. 
He was resting back on his hands, the thermos and bottles clustered around him. He let his legs dangle over 
the side, smiling blissfully at the water. 

"Heyl" Jeff called. "We thought you'd be back by now.’ 

Eddie jumped. The blissful smile immediately disintegrated into a scowl, his eyebrows knotted and his eyes 
seemed to sink deeper into their sockets. He glanced back at the waterfall, then at his bandmates. His shoulders 
visibly slumped. 

"What's . . going on?" Stone asked. "Why are you sitting here alone?" 

Eddie didn't answer. He just turned and looked back down into the cauldron. 

"Eddie, it's really not a good idea for any of us to be going off by ourselves," Jeff explained patiently. "I mean, 
we appreciate you coming out here to get water, but, what if you fall or something? It's going to be dark soon. 
No one would be here and -- " 

"I just . . . really want to be alone right now." Eddie finally said bluntly. 

"No, dude," Stone rolled his eyes. "You have to come with us. Now." 

Stone wasn't particularly good at reading other people's emotions. He knew this about himself. Jeff reminded 
him of it frequently. So did Dave. And so had many of his former lovers. And perhaps right now was a good 
example. Even though Eddie was sending out unmistakeable ‘leave me alone’ vibes, Stone bent down to pick up 
his thermos, and reached out to grab Eddie's arm, to pull him to his feet. 

"No!" Eddie yelled, flinching away from him. "| need to be alone. Fuck of fl" 

Stone stepped back. He and Jeff looked at each other, then at Eddie, then back at each other. 


"Eddie?" Jeff knelt down beside him, his tone much more empathetic. "What's wrong? Why do you need to be 


alone? What's going on with you?" 

It took Eddie a long time to answer. Stone tapped his foot and looked anxiously at the darkening sky. 

| have to be alone. It's the only time he -- " Eddie shook his head and stopped. He took a deep breath and 
abruptly stood up, flipping his hair out of his face. "l'm sorry," he muttered, glancing in Stone's direction. "It's 


all just getting to me. | didn't mean to take it out on you." 


"No, it's okay," Jeff jumped in. He gave Stone a ‘work with met look. "Us too. We were just talking about how 
stressful this is." 


Stone glared at him. 


"This has been really hard on everyone." Jeff gave Eddie's shoulder a gentle squeeze, and then bent down to 
begin collecting the bottles. 


But Stone stood still. "What did you mean by that?" he asked. "What did you mean by ‘it's the only time he .. . 
'‘ Who is he? What does that mean?" 


"Huh?" Eddie asked dismissively. He was already starting back down the mossy hill, his arms full of bottles. 
Stone stared after them, trying to force away his anger and frustration 

"This is bullshit." 

A familiar voice echoed his thoughts, stating in a whisper what he felt like screaming. Right behind him. In his 
own mind, but not his own voice. Stone gasped and spun around. He caught a glimpse of a wink and a flash of 
blonde hair. But Andy vanished before he could even focus his eyes on him. 


"Stone, come onl" Jeff called out to him. 


The three of them returned to camp in silence. 


The Disappearance 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Memorial Day! 


"So, we're going to build the raft tomorrow?" 


Dave had been trying unsuccessfully to make dinner conversation with his bandmates, but no topic he brought 
up seemed to ignite. Jeff had filled him in on the raft concept when the group returned with the water, and 
Dave was excited to kick around some thoughts about it. However, getting no response, he just shrugged and 


laid a clean fish fillet on the makeshift stove top. 
"Who wants another one?" 


No one answered that question either. Jeff already had his eyes closed and was snoring lightly into the pebbles 
next to the fire, having polished off one entire fish by himself, washing it down with hummus, salami, and two 


beers. He hadn't drank any of the fresh water. 


Stone yawned and nodded at Dave, who was raising an eyebrow in his direction. Stone could feel that Dave was 
confused by the group's mood, and he felt a little guilty for not pulling him into the day's developments. But 


Dave's innocent cheerfulness was immensely comforting right then. 


Stone glanced over at Eddie, who had opted for the remaining cucumber sandwiches that night, and had broken 
into a bottle of red wine. Eddie hadn't said a word to him since they had gotten back. He hadn't even made eye 
contact. Instead, he was staring at the fire. His eyes would close for long periods of time. He actually seemed 


to be looking beyond the fire. Out into the darkness. At something only he could see. 


Mike had eaten, and they let him have a beer. Now he was leaning back against the driftwood, gently doing air 
guitar to a song that only he could hear. 


"I wish we could play..." Stone sighed as Dave sat down beside him and handed him the fish plate. He knew it 
was pointless to bring it up, but he couldn't help it. Music was their glue. It was normally what they would be 
doing at a time like this. Without it, they were lost. Unsure of what to do with each other, or even say to 


each other. 
| know . . ." Dave looked at him sadly. 


And as they eventually snuggled in for another night in the cave, they carried the quiet unease with them, it 
hovered over everyone like a blanket, filling the space between them, smothering their thoughts. 


"Good night Jeff, good night Mike, goodnight Stone-Boy,” Dave tried to joke, but it fell flat. 


And he was interrupted by a sudden sound. The aching hollow moan of a loon, which reverberated off the cave 


walls before finally fading into silence. 


The sound gave Stone chills. He loved it, but hearing it was bittersweet right now. It reminded him of being a 
child, spending long summer days on the lake, hearing the solitary birds. Loons seemed to be less common now. 
He hadn't heard one in a long time. Closing his eyes, he tried to immerse himself in the memory, blocking out 
Jeff's snores and Dave's jokes and Mike's groans, and Eddie's .. . vibe. He wished himself away, back into it, 
back into a world of picnic baskets and sunshine and laughter. If only he could go back there. If only he could do 


it over again. 


That night his dreams were peaceful. 


It was misty again. Still no sign of the sun. 


Jeff slid down the mossy slope outside the cave, toward the shore, and saw that, as usual, Eddie had gotten 
up early and had revitalized the fire, and Dave was once again out fishing. It was scary to think they already 
had developed a routine out here. He grabbed one of the granola bars, which Stone had rationed out for them 


last night before going to bed. 


Eddie had apparently been up for a while. He had the fire burning nicely and had re-organized their supplies. 
Jeff could see him standing alone in the distance on the shore, gazing out at the water. 


Fine. It was fine if he wanted to be alone, as long as he understood it was important to stay within eyeshot. 


Jeff waved at him. Eddie waved back. Maybe he was okay. Judging from his wave, he seemed to be in better 
spirits than last night. He knew Eddie could be moody. Everyone knew that. It was something they had become 
accustomed to dealing with. So, maybe they would just have to deal with it on this island too. 


But as he started in on building the raft, he realized how unsettled he felt. It was hard to concentrate. His 
mind kept replaying the scenes from the day before -- Eddie's gaze at the waterfall, his conversation with 
Stone, and of course, of course, the sight of Andy. Why had that happened? He had never just imagined shit 


before. 


At some point Dave had joined him, and was helping him hoist logs into position. He was chattering about 
something but Jeff was only half listening. 


The waterfall was troubling him too. Why had he had that flashback to the storm? It had felt so real, like he 
was back in the middle of it, and it was still happening. Was this a side effect of trauma? He had never really 
been through a trauma. Maybe it caused symptoms like this. That must be it. 


"No ... that won't work," Dave muttered. 

And there were more unanswered questions that pestered him. That he had been ignoring, not wanting to 
confront. Why had they all been unconscious . . . except Eddie? And why had they all woken up at the same 
time, and no one except Mike even had the slightest bruise. After being thrown around like that, it was 
amazing any of them had even survived, let alone come through without any injuries. 

He glanced down the shore again, watching Eddie. His arms were outstretched and he swayed gently in the 
ocean breeze, as if dancing in a dream. He had to admit, Eddie had not been himself. Really, not since that 
morning when he had first called him about the boat trip. Even that had felt strange. He had been so insistent. 
Like they HAD to go. That this was something more than a simple retreat. Almost as if Eddie had somehow .. . 
"Jeff - can you HELP?" 

"Oh, sorry, what do you need?" 

"Hold this," Dave was attempting to tie two of the logs together. 

"Hmm..." Jeff studied it, coming back to his senses. "What if we did it this way . . ." 

"Huh?" 


"Like this." Jeff undid most of Dave's work, reassembling the log pile into two perpendicular rows, overlaying 


each other. "Would that work better?" 

Dave didn't appear convinced. 

"No, we don't need all that, we just need one log to cross at each end --" 
"No! It has to support the weight of all five of us --" 


"Hi..." Stone had joined them too. He had lugged a large rock up to where they were working, and was sitting 


on it, munching on his granola bar. He smiled. 
Jeff folded his arms and sighed. "Are we amusing you?" 


Stone shrugged innocently. "Let me know if | can help." 


But they clearly didn't need his help. 


Stone watched them schlepping the logs, tossing them around with a graceful ease that amazed him. He figured 
he could at least help mediate their arguments, so continued to watch while finishing his breakfast. 


He drove his foot into the pebbles, and looked around. 


The island looked the same today as it had yesterday, and the day before. The opaque white fog still hung over 
everything, blocking the sun, blocking their view of any other boats or islands. Why was it like this? Obviously 


he knew Seattle could be drizzly, very often, but this mist just seemed so .. . unrelenting. 


Looking down the shore, he saw that Eddie was returning. He stopped to throw another log on his fire, and then 
joined Jeff and Dave in the raft effort. Stone couldn't help but notice that Eddie's presence seemed to make 
everything go smoother. Whatever detail Jeff and Dave had been disagreeing on a moment earlier seemed to 
be resolved instantly. He watched how eagerly they listened and responded to Eddie's ideas. And the same 
unsettled feeling that he'd had watching their basketball game returned. 


Why was he just sitting here? Why didn't he join them? Why did the three of them always feel so 


impenetrable? 


"That'll never work," he suddenly heard himself say out loud. His comment was aimed at Jeff, who was 


attempting to rig up some kind of sail with the tarp. 
"Ok ... supervisor," Jeff spat back at Stone and continued his effort. 


Stone took a deep breath. Shit His tone had clearly offended Jeff. He hadn't meant for it to sound that way. Or 
had he? 


Dave even gave him a warning glance. 


Finishing his granola bar, Stone stood up. "I'm going to go check on Mike," he announced to the trio. No one 


acknowledged him. Maybe they hadn't heard him. 


Stopping by the camp area on his way, he noticed that the supplies and food had been rearranged. Apparently 
someone hadn't liked the way he had done it. And he noticed that Eddie's preternatural fire - that apparently 
never went out - was still flickering brilliantly, lighting up the artful structure Eddie had constructed 
underneath it. From behind him Stone could hear the three of them laughing, he could hear Dave giggling at 
something Eddie had said. 


Fuck those guys ...He grabbed a granola bar to bring to Mike and climbed up the mossy incline. He was getting 
better at not slipping, but still managed to bruise his knee on the way up. He was thinking he might just crawl 
back into the sleeping bag. This day was sucking so far. He wanted to close his eyes and go back to the solace 


of his dreams. 


"Here Mike, | brought you some breakfast -- " 


He stopped. The space where Mike had been sleeping, and the blankets and pillows, were indented and disheveled, 


but Mike was no longer there. 


"Mike?" Stone shook his head in surprise. He poked his head out of the cave, looking back at the campfire. He 
obviously wasn't there. And he wasn't working on the raft with the others. 


This was impossible. 


From the shore they had a clear view of the cave entrance. They would have noticed if he had come down 
Even if he had just come out to take a pee they would have seen him. And going upward was not an option 
The craggy steep hillside was not traversable for anyone, let alone someone in Mike's condition Stone doubted 
if even Eddie could conquer it. But he squinted up the hill anyway, looking for any trace of where Mike could 


have gone. He looked down too, finally spinning in a complete circle. What the fuck? 

"Mike?" He dove back in and examined the entirety of the small cave again, even lifting the sleeping bag to 
inspect underneath it, although he realized that was ridiculous. As he did, he noticed his hands were starting to 
shake. His heart was starting to pound. "MIKE?" 

No, no, no. This couldn't be happening. Where in the world could he be? 

"Mikel" he shouted. Going outside once again, he listened carefully, and looked carefully in all directions, for 
anything. Any clue. Any sign. Nothing. There was nothing but the deafening mist and the ugly jagged rocks. He 
was breathing heavily now, and trying to swallow away the unbearable fear that was mounting in him. 


"JEFFIII" he finally screamed as loud as he could. 


He needed Jeff. 


Chapter 12: The Confession 


Author's Notes: 
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"JEFFII" the horrific scream ripped through his thoughts and practically jolted the log he was holding right out 
of his hands as the shock wave hit him. Eddie and Dave jumped too and they stared in the direction of the 


cave, all of them momentarily frozen 
"Shit..." Jeff dropped the log and began running. Running toward the cave. "I'm coming! I'm coming!" 
Dave and Eddie followed. 


Fuck. Fuck. Fuck Macabre pictures darted in and out of Jeff's mind as he climbed, scaling the slippery rocks 
faster than he ever had. Mike. He knew it must be Mike. Stone wouldn't be this upset unless . . . 


"HE'S GONEIII" Stone shouted as he emerged from the cave entrance, shaking uncontrollably. "Where is he??" 


"Huh?!" Jeff pushed past Stone into the cave and stared at the empty sleeping bags that stared back at him. 
This wasn't what he was expecting. As the morbid images subsided he repeated the steps Stone had taken a 
moment ago -- checking under the blankets and peering into every impossibly small crack in the cave walls. 
Despite his confusion, he felt a wave of relief. Seeing nothing was better than seeing what he had been 
anticipating. 


"How could this happen?" he heard Stone whisper. 


"Huh" Jeff repeated. He was still trying to get his head around it. "So .. . you just came up here and he was . . 


. gone?" 


"Yes!" Stone yelled, exasperated, now. "It doesn't make sense! We would have seen him if he went anywhere .. . 


MIKEII" Stone began spinning again, teetering dangerously near the edge of the slope. 


"Stone, carefull" Jeff was trying to stay calm, and trying to keep Stone calm, but he was inconsolable. Stone 


grabbed Jeffs arm and clung, still shaking his head in disbelief, trying to look simultaneously in all directions. 
"MIKE!" he screamed again. 
Holding onto Stone, Jeff guided them both back down to the safety of the shore, where Eddie and Dave were 


waiting, equally confused. "He couldn't have gone far, he was there when we got up this morning, we just need 


to look." 


"N-No, Jeff, he said something to me yesterday,” Stone was trying to explain, but he was trembling too hard. 
'It was so strange, he said ‘I'm ready to go' and he said ‘they're coming’ my god he's seeing it too Jeff he's 


seeing it too... and now . . . and now..." Stone could only ramble the words out between gasps. 


Jeff held his shoulders and shook him, very gently. "Stone ... Stone ... it's okay. Listen to me, he's not gone. 
People don't just vanish. We just need to look, we're all here, we'll all look, we'll find him. Stone?" Jeff tried to 
look into Stone's eyes as he reassured him, but was stunned by the terrible look on his face. His anguish was 
beyond anything he had ever seen on Stone. He snaked his arms around Stone's shoulders and pulled him into a 


hug. 
"Yep! We willl" Dave said with a nod. 


Eddie stepped toward them too. "Yes! We'll do like they do on TV. The four of us will canvas the woods, starting 


near the cave, staying only a few feet apart, so we can't miss anything. Then we'll expand outward - " 
Jeff felt Stone stiffen in his arms and withdraw from him. His expression had changed completely, the 
tormented vulnerability now replaced with mad rage as he looked beyond Jeff, over his shoulder, looking 


directly at Eddie. 


"You..." he hissed, pointing his finger, his breathing turning to a choked pant. "It's YOU! YOU DID THIS! This is 
YOUR fucking fault!" 


"What -- ?" Eddie backed away, frightened by Stone's uncharacteristic outburst. 

"Do you think we're STUPID?!" he shoved Jeff away and stomped his foot to emphasize his words. "This isn't 
my first fucking rodeo! I've been boating out here all my life, but | don't recognize this island. | don't recognize 
anything! Why can't we see Rainier? Why can't we see the Needle? Why can't we even see . .. the sun? 
YOU'RE the one who made us come out here! Where the fuck are we Eddie! What IS this place?" 

He stepped closer and closer to Eddie with each sentence. 

"| - | don't knowl" Eddie stammered. "You think | wanted this? | didn't mean to get us lost!" 

"BULLSHIT!" Stone screamed. "Where is Mike? Where are WE??" 

And now Stone tried to lunge at him, but Jeff intercepted, placing a solid arm across his chest, wrapping his 
arms around him tightly, holding him back. And Dave instinctively wrestled Eddie into a full nelson, effectively 
holding him up for Stone to punch if he wanted to. But Jeff made sure Stone didn't get any closer. 


"| didn't mean for this to happen!" Eddie cried out, struggling against Dave's grip. "| don't know where he isl" 


But with a sudden burst of strength, Stone broke away from Jeff, and redirected his fury onto their 


driftwood bench, picking it up with both hands and smashing it down on the ground with an ear-splitting 
"GAHHHIl!" Then kicked the firewood pile as hard as he could The pain was enough to stun him, and stop his 
assault. He finally collapsed onto the pebbles, pounding them helplessly with both fists. 

"| hate this! | hate this! | hate this!" he screamed over and over as he punched. 

"Stone, my god, stop!" Jeff ran over to him. "You'll hurt yourself! Calm downl" He quickly straddled Stone, and 
grabbed hold of both of his wrists, forcing them down, forcing them to be still "H's okay, its okay. Take it 


easy.” 


Stone was finally calm. He didn't fight against Jeff, but instead let himself be subdued. His screams 
disintegrated into choked sobs. 


"Something's taken him," he whispered. "| shouldn't have left him alone. | should have been there. Maybe this 


wouldn't have happened. Mike . . . ' 
"No ... it's not your fault. We'll find him, we'll find him," was all Jeff could say. 


Dave still had Eddie in his control, and dragged him closer to Jeff and Stone. Jeff looked up at them. Up at 
Eddie. 


A long moment passed. 
"Eddie..." he finally said "Do you know? Do you know where Mike is?" 


Eddie looked at them all, and tried to wiggle free again. He couldn't. The smaller man was no match for Dave's 


drummer -arms. 

"Eddie?" the stern confidence in Jeff's voice commanded a response. 

Eddie shook his head. He started to breath harder and louder. 

"No!" he finally said. "I don't know why this happened. | don't know why he's gone." 

"But you do know .. . something," Jeff insisted. "We're done fucking around, Eddie. What is going on?" 

Eddie looked at Jeff. He nodded, and chewed on his lip. He started to cry and went limp in Dave's arms. 

Dave relented his grip. He looked at the woods, then at Eddie, and then back at Jeff. "You know... not to... 
break this up or anything, but we really need to be looking for Mike. The longer we wait the worse it .. . could 


get." 


Jeff looked at him in disbelief. Dave's timing was always just . . . But unfortunately he knew Dave was right. 


They needed to start looking. He gave Stone a gentle pat on the back, and stood up. 


"Fuck, you're right. Okay. Dave, you stay here with Stone, in case Mike comes back. Eddie . . . " He grabbed 
Eddie roughly by the arm. "You're coming with me." 


Eddie didn't protest. Without a word, Jeff and Eddie began heading in the direction of the waterfall. Drawn to it. 
Not knowing why, but feeling that if Mike was anywhere, he would be at the waterfall. They walked side by 
side, Jeff still not letting go of Eddie's arm, calling Mike's name every few steps. 

"Okay. So. Start talking.” 

Eddie sighed and looked down. 

"Eddie, this isn't OPTIONAL. You have to talk" 

"You're going to think I'm crazy." 

| doubt that. Try me... MIKE!" 

Eddie was struggling to answer, but couldn't find the words. He shook his head. "I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm 
so sorry," he finally whispered. "| can't go back, Jeff. I'm never going back. He . . . told me l'm supposed to stay 
here... MIKE!" 


"Who?" Jeff's heart started to pound. 


"I know it's impossible. You won't believe me. But | saw my -- my -- " Eddie shook his head. It was so hard to 
get the words out. 


Jeff was patient. 

| saw my father," Eddie finally said in a rush. 

"Huh?" Jeff stopped walking and turned to face Eddie. "| thought he lived in --" 

"No. No. No. Not my step-father. My real father. My biological father. | dreamed about it before we left. He 
told me he'd be here, and he's here, Jeff! He's on this island. | see him whenever l'm alone. I-I-l talk to him! He 
talks to me. He's just like | imagined. It's .. . it's the one thing I've wanted all my life, and now | have it! He's 
everything | dreamed of." 


"But Eddie... your father is..." Jeff began. 


"And he said | should stay on the island! He said l'm supposed to be here. I'll be safe here, away from the 
stalkers and the fans and . .. all of it. | can leave it all behind and STAY HERE!" 


Eddie paused, smiling at Jeff. "Don't you understand, Jeff? | can finally be with him. | love him so much .. . 
MIKE!" 


Dave rushed to Stone's side, dropping onto the pebbles where he lay. Being that the driftwood bench was now 
splintered into pieces, Dave scooted them both to a soft grassy spot, comfortably off the pebbles, next to a 
tree. Stone rested his head in Dave's lap, overwhelmed by the pain in his foot and humiliated by the anger that 
he had let consume him. But he felt comforted by the sight of Jeff marching Eddie into the woods. He trusted 
Jeff. Jeff would get the truth out of Eddie. Breathing out slowly, he realized he was absolutely exhausted. He 
wrapped an arm around Dave's legs and closed his eyes. Dave was leaning back against the tree, his eyes 


closed too, stroking Stone's hair, and every now and then wiping Stone's tears away. They just wouldn't stop. 


And at that moment Stone realized he felt warm. A warmth he hadn't felt since they had arrived on the island 
was suddenly enveloping him. And behind his eyelids he could tell there was light. The sun was out. 


"Hey ..." a familiar voice said. 


Stone opened his eyes. Backlit against the sun he saw the outline of an angel. The same angel that kept haunting 
him. But it didn't scare him this time. He felt like he finally understood. 


"Don't be sad, Stoney. Your friend is okay -- Mike is okay," Andy knelt down beside him. Stone could see his 
blonde hair dancing around him, and he reached out to touch it. He let his fingers glide through it. It seemed to 


shimmer like gold in the warm sun. 


"Remember when we used to comb each other's hair?" Stone whispered to him, giggling at the sudden memory. 
"And finish each other's sentences? And annoy Jeff by laughing our asses off in the middle of practice? | miss 


that" 
The image had already disappeared but it didn't matter. Stone kept talking to it. Talking to him. 


"Why don't you stay, Andy? Why can't you stay and just be with me. | miss you so much. Everything changed 


when you died. We were just kids having fun. It's not the same with Eddie. It's never been the same... ' 
Stone realized his hand was running through nothing but grass now. And the sun was gone. 

Sliding off Dave's lap, he pressed his cheek into the yellowing dead grass, which felt sharp and cold. He 
continued to slide his hand over it, not caring if the blades cut into him, not caring that its dew-drenched 


wetness was blending with his tears. 


He wanted to stay there. Nothing mattered now. The boat, his guitar, the supplies, his petty jealousy of Eddie, 


none of it mattered. He just wanted to stay there. He realized if he could stay nestled in the grass, nestled in 


Andy's hair, he would be happy for eternity. 


Maybe that was why they were here. Maybe this was eternity. 


The Clouds 


"| noticed it yesterday, and it seems even bigger today," Jeff pointed off in the distance. He and Stone were 


walking along the water's edge. 


They hadn't found Mike. He had not been at the waterfall like Jeff had hoped, and despite the earnest attempt 
he had made with Eddie to canvas the island, they hadn't found anything. The terrain was too steep, too 
slippery, and with evening approaching once again, they couldn't risk getting hurt or lost themselves. Tomorrow 


they would try again, all of them together. 

And now, leaving Eddie under the watch of Dave, Jeff had pulled Stone away for a walk and filled him in on 
what he had learned. Stone didn't seem surprised. He was limping slightly from the woodpile kick, and Jeff could 
tell he was still overwhelmed with worry about Mike. To learn that Eddie had been seeing and conversing with 


his dead father since before they even left the mainland was really not much of a shock at this point. 


But still, they had no answers. And now, with the setting sun turning the sky a pinkish orange, they could see a 


small billow of dark gray forming on the horizon in the direction Jeff was pointing. 

"Fuck . . . what i that?" Stone asked, more to himself or perhaps to the gods than to Jeff. 
| don't know. But you see it too right? | mean, | almost thought it was my imagination" 
"No, it's definitely there. It looks like another storm might be coming." 


They continued to watch it in silence. It didn't move, but just hovered, the only meteorological activity they had 


seen other than the pervasive fog. It looked out of place. 


"Thanks, by the way, for . .. taking care of me earlier." Stone finally said, still looking out to sea. "I can't believe 


| lost it like that. | just..." 


“Totally understandable," Jeff nodded and shrugged. "You get to. | think you kind of summed up how we were all 
feeling." 


"Still..." Stone turned to face him. "| mean it, Jeff. Thank you." 


Jeff turned to face Stone too, and nodded again. He knew that lunging over to hug him would be too over-the- 
top, so he simply smiled and said, "absolutely." But he wanted to. 


They continued walking, no longer talking, not needing to, keeping an eye on the mounting swell on the horizon. 


This was the side of Stone he loved. The dear friend who he could talk to without words, feel close to without 
proximity, understand without explanations. Jeff closed his eyes and breathed in deeply. He knew the abrasive 


Stone could return at any moment, but for now, for now, he cherished his walk with sweet Stone. 


"| saw Andy again," Stone said softly, "While you and Eddie were out looking. I've seen him twice now since that 
first night. You're seeing him. Mike was seeing his grandparents, and now Eddie ... what the fuck is this, Jeff? 
Why are we all seeing dead people?" 


| don't know . . . " he shook his head again. "I still think we're imagining it, Stone. It's just got to be our 


imaginations." 
They were quiet again 


"Or maybe ..." Jeff mused. "Maybe with everything thats going on we're just trying to cling to something 
comforting, like the people from our past who mean the most to us. We've been through such a trauma, it's 


causing us To crave security to the point that we're conjuring things?" 
"Eddie really doesn't know?" Stone still felt skeptical. 


"Not really. He said he had a dream, where he met his dad on an island out here in the Sound. And by 
recreating the steps he took in the dream, it led him here. Apparently the boat he found was the same, the 


storm was the same, only difference was in the dream .. . he was alone.” 
"So why the fuck did he bring us?" 
Jeff couldn't help but laugh. "I don't know." 


"Somebody should have come by now." Stone stopped again and looked out at the water, at the glassy pinkness 
that seemed to stretch on without end, rippling eternally as waves rolled in and out, scattering the pebbles 
with each pulse. "Why aren't we seeing other boats out there? There are so many islands in the Sound. We 
should be able to see something.” 


Jeff nodded. He felt a shiver race over his body, raising the hair on his arms before crawling upward to the 
back of his neck, finally crescendoing into an involuntary shudder. 


"We should get back. Our hot dogs are probably burning.” 


That night in the cave, Stone slept on the indent of Mike's sleeping bag, hugging it tightly. He knew it wasn't 
rational, but somehow lying in the last place he had seen Mike made him feel close to him, and made him 
superstitiously believe it would increase their odds of finding him tomorrow. As he fell asleep, he dreamed 
about his family, a vivid dream, where his mother, father and both of his sisters were there. They seemed to 
be surrounding him, hovering over him. They were crying. Even his father. And his father never cried He could 


hear soft music -- the hollow echo of an organ blending with a chorus of voices. 


In the morning, he saw the others had gotten up and left the tent already. He was still hugging the sleeping 
bag. Perhaps Jeff was right. Maybe they were just desperate for comfort right now, clinging to anything that 


was familiar. 


Sitting up, he realized his clothes smelled awful. In fact, everything in the cave smelled awful. He had been 

making an effort to wash his own clothes in the Sound from time to time, but had noticed the others weren't, 
and the collective group of pillowcases and blankets were becoming pretty rank. He rolled everything into a ball 
and brought it with him as he exited the cave. He wanted to wash it. Trying to maintain a sense of order and 


structure seemed like it would make him feel better. 
Eddie was sitting alone at the fire, stoking it as Stone plopped the clothing pile down next to the water's edge. 
He could see Dave out fishing of course, and Jeff was sitting on the shore close by, letting waves curl over 


his feet. They waved to each other. 


Stone took a deep breath and tentatively approached the fire. He had hoped that Jeff would be here too. He 
didn't feel ready to be alone with Eddie. 


"Yeah, that needs to be washed," Eddie gave him a sheepish smile. 

That was a promising start. 

"How's it going?" Stone asked, unsure of what else to say. Sorry for trying to gut-punch you yesterday .. . 
Eddie just nodded. 

They were both quiet. Eddie watched the fire. Stone stretched his legs out and crossed his ankles. 

He wanted coffee. A small simple pleasure like coffee would mean the world to him right now. How was that 
possible? Why was he thinking about things as trite as laundry and coffee when the world around them was 


collapsing? But he was. And he forgave himself for it. 


Eddie appeared to be uneasy too, continuously poking at the logs, rearranging them although they didn't need it. 


He was glancing in Jeff and Dave's direction as often as Stone was. 


And as they sat together alone, Stone realized it wasn't just the ugliness of the day before -- this 
awkwardness was always there. Being alone with Eddie was awkward. He had barely been alone with Eddie at all 
on this trip. And even before they left, he honestly couldn't remember the last time that he and Eddie had 
spent meaningful time together, or talked about anything other than work. Why was that? 


"Wonder if Dave will catch anything today . . ." Stone finally said. He was fidgeting with his hands, barely aware 
that he was doing it. 


"Hope so..." Eddie nodded. 
"Looks like it's misty again... " 
"Yeah..." 


‘Oh, hey!" Stone abruptly sat up straight. "Jeff and | saw what looked like storm clouds yesterday. Let's go see 
if they are still there." 


Stone stood up, and Eddie jumped up immediately to follow up, with an almost puppy-like enthusiasm. The relief 
of having a distraction caused them to practically skip down the shore, down to the curve in the shoreline 
where Jeff had pointed out the clouds the previous evening. 

They were still there. 

What had been just a billowing wisp yesterday now appeared more like an eruption, with dark indigo plumes that 
seemed to curl directly out of the horizon, accumulating higher and higher into the atmosphere. It was still far 
away. But definitely closer than it had been the night before. 

Stone watched Eddie gaze at it. He was squinting his eyes, peering thoughtfully at the sublime phenomenon 
before them. The wind had started to pick up. Stone recognized he was feeling the same coolness, the same 
uncanny chill that he had felt that morning on the boat, when his knee had been pressed against Dave's. 

"Stone ..." Eddie suddenly turned to face him. "Are we okay?" 

Stone looked at him too. He waited for Eddie to elaborate. But Eddie was just studying him. 


Stone started to laugh and made a broad gesture that included the cloud billow and the cave, the wreckage of 
the boat and the mist above them. 


"What do you mean, ‘are we okay'? Uhhh, no, I'd say we're pretty fucked." 
But Eddie didn't laugh at all. 
"That's not what | mean. | mean you and me." 


Stone took a step back, away from Eddie and away the intense gaze Eddie was boring into him. He hadn't 


expected such a question 
"Yeah ..." he answered abruptly. "I'm sorry | freaked out on you yesterday." 


"No, I'm sorry. You had a right to be furious. All of you do. | should have told you everything right away, 
before we even left. | think it was just that ...| - | didn't believe it myself. | didn't understand why | was 


seeing these things, and | never imagined you guys were seeing things too. You didn't tell me either you know!" 


Stone opened his mouth to protest, feeling a blush creeping onto his cheeks. Why did Eddie always have a way 


of making him feel defensive? 
"But | don't know, Stone, is it... more than that?" 


He felt his brain squirming as he rummaged through it, trying to figure out how in the world to answer that. 
Every inroad he explored just seemed to lead to more roads. There were too many threads. Too many stones 
to overturn. And to overturn any one of them might lead to . . . uncovering something that he would rather 


keep buried. 


The wind was louder now. It lifted and twirled their hair and grabbed at their smelly torn clothes. The delicate 


ripples on the water were growing ever so slightly, subtly but steadily, growing larger. 


The fire jumped in surprise as the breeze hit it, making a loud crack. One of the larger logs shifted and rolled 
off the pile, out of the pit, spilling the whole fire over onto the pebbles. 


"Oh no!" Stone exclaimed. "We better go fix that" 


Chapter 14: The News 
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Jeff picked up a rock from the shore and hurled it out onto the open water. He watched it skip twice and then 
disappear beneath the gray surface. 


The sight of the grayness caused his mind to momentarily flutter back to the city, back to the view from his 
condo, a view of gray buildings that played vividly against the blue of the sky and the sound. Every morning he 
used to look out that window, at the blueness and the mountains beyond it. He would drink coffee and think 
about the day that lay ahead, or the day that had just passed. 


But the water was no longer blue. It now reflected the lifeless gray of the sky and the dull mist that hovered 
in the air around him. He couldn't see the mountains any more, or the skyline, or anything else that 
represented the world as he had known it. How had this happened? How could this be real? 


He had been replaying that day over and over in his head. The phone call from Eddie. The boat. The storm. 
Trying to understand how and why he had let it happen. How he had missed all the warnings. But no matter 
how many times he replayed it, no matter how many what-if scenarios he invented in his mind, it never 


changed. Of course it didn't. There was no way to undo what was done. 


He vowed that if he ever got to see that beautiful blueness again, if he ever got to see his home again, he 


would never ... ever ... take the comfort and magnificence of civilization for granted. 

The fire made a loud snap. Looking up, he noticed Eddie and Stone rushing back toward it, to reassemble some 
logs that had just rolled out. Dave had given up on fishing and had returned to the fire too. Jeff sighed and got 
up to join them. 

He had a feeling the day that lay ahead would be long. 

* 

"Looks like we're running out of wood," Dave observed, noticing the pile was practically depleted. 

"Yeah, we're running out of a lot of things," Stone opened the cooler, which by now only contained melted ice 


and two soggy sandwiches. He was glad they had been smart enough to ration their supplies, but at a certain 


point, all the rationing in the world wouldn't matter. And that point seemed to have arrived more quickly than 


he expected 

"The granola bars are gone too," Eddie lamented. "Did you catch any fish?" 

Dave shook his head. "No luck today." 

The group was quiet. No one wanted to verbalize what they were all thinking. 

What was important was that they stick to their plan. And the plan for today was to search the island. They 
needed to find Mike. And now they needed to find food too. Maybe both of those objectives could be 
accomplished at the same time. 


And so they set out. 


Stone and Dave started with the thick forested area by the shore, while Jeff and Eddie took the climb to the 
top of the rocks. 


"Remember to stay within earshot!" Stone called after them. 

Dave was holding a low hanging branch out of Stone's way, almost like a turnstyle that opened to reveal the 
dense green passage ahead of them. The sunlight barely filtered through the layers and layers of fronds above 
them. 

"Remember that first morning, when we came out here to collect wood?" Dave asked him. 

"Yeah," Stone turned briefly to smile at him. 

"That seems like a long time ago . . ." 


"Yeah." 


The woods seemed to be getting even darker. It was more than the thickness of the branches. It was the sky 
too. The sky was getting darker. 


They could hear Jeff and Eddie above them, yelling Mike's name at regular intervals, the way they had done 


the day before. Stone and Dave were doing the same, looking carefully in all directions as they walked slowly. 


Stone couldn't help but replay his conversation with Eddie from that morning in his head as he walked. Is it... 
more than that? He just found that line of questioning to be unusual. It wasn't "more than that." It was simple. 
He was mad at Eddie for steering the boat, and for steering them into this mess. And for not keeping them in 
the loop. And of course he blamed Eddie for Mike's situation, and their dwindling food supply. He even blamed 
Eddie for the lack of coffee. If Eddie hadn't been such a control freak on the boat, if he hadn't -- 


A pinecone suddenly hit him squarely in the stomach. 
"Owwl" he gasped loudly and stopped. 
"What!" Dave rushed to his side. 


"How did that happen?" Stone knelt down to examine the pinecone. He picked it up. "This just hit me. Llke 


someone threw it." 
They both stopped and peered into the darkness ahead of them. 
"Mike?" Dave shouted hopefully. 


The only movement they could see was the mild swaying of the branches. There was nothing there. They 
looked at each other, then back at the trees. 


"It must have been the wind .. . somehow," Stone reasoned. 


But he knew that wasn't true. He knew who threw it. But he found it odd. This was the first time that Andy 


had made any type of appearance while another person was present. 

They continued walking. And the sky continued to get darker. 

Still clutching the pinecone, Stone's thoughts returned to Eddie. He knew that Eddie's question wasn't about the 
trip. Eddie was referring to something else, something much more personal, much more lingering. It suddenly 
seemed obvious to Stone. And oddly, the harder he squeezed the pinecone, the more clear it all became. Of 
course there was more to it. The truth was . .. he resented Eddie. He had always resented Eddie. For a long 
time. Since the beginning really. And everything Eddie did, every step Eddie took, Stone realized he had been 


perceiving as a challenge, maybe even a threat. 


Or maybe it was just that Eddie wasn't the person he wanted him to be. He smiled sadly into the forest, 
wondering if Andy was still watching him. 


"So... what were you and Eddie talking about this morning?" Dave suddenly asked. 

Stone jumped. Had Dave actually read his mind? 

"We ... we just saw some storm clouds. We were wondering if another storm might come." 
"Oh" Dave sounded disappointed. 


Stone turned around to face him, walking backwards. Dave looked disappointed too. Then Dave stopped walking 
and folded his arms. He took a long breath, but didn't say anything. 


"What . . . ?" Stone finally asked, stopping too. 
"Nothing," Dave smiled and shook his head. "It's just..." 
Stone waited. 


m sorry ...aoourT us, ave looke own. now we aren'T close anymore like we were... bu ou can STi 
"Im sorry ... about us," Dave looked down. "I k +t close anymore lik but y til 


tell me things. If you want to." 
Stone held his breath. He blinked. "Dave . . . we're close.” 


Dave shrugged. He was smiling at Stone, but it was a different kind of smile than the nonchalant one that was 


so familiar to Stone. 


"No, | know. But it's changed. And . . . | know I'll never have what you have with ..." Dave chewed on his lip. "I 


guess what l'm trying to say is, sometimes | feel like it's you guys over there and me over here" 


"Oh ..." Stone exclaimed softly while Dave pushed past him, taking the lead to resume their trek. Stone stood 
still for a moment, letting the words Dave had said sink in, before scrambling to catch up. 


What was happening today? It had never occurred to him that others were feeling alienated too. He never 
imagined Dave felt that way. Dave never showed it. The revelation that he was causing such anguish in not one 
but two of his bandmates - the exact same feelings he had himself, but hadn't recognized in them - made 


him ache tremendously. How had things gotten so broken? 


He looked down and sighed, but realized the distance between them was growing as Dave's pace increased. No. 


He didn't want to let this stay broken. He squeezed the pinecone again 

"Dave," he shouted. "Hold up, lets..." 

But as he looked up, he saw the space in front of him, where Dave had been walking, was now empty. The only 
thing he saw was the blackened trees and underbrush, and the pine branches that continued to sway. But they 
were no longer swaying gently. The wind made them flail madly, creaking and threatening to snap. They actually 
seemed to be reaching for him, with gnarled leafless hands. And the sky was now pitch black. 

"Dave?" he shouted, looking around, almost laughing with disbelief. Was Dave fucking with him? 

No response. 


"Dave!" he called louder, now feeling his heart start to pound. "Come on! Where are you?" 


Still no response. 


"Oh my god, Dave," he whispered, pressing his hands against his cheeks. "No no no no no. Don't do this... " 


Jeff felt the burn in his calves as he followed Eddie up the nearly vertical wall of rock in front of them. He 
knew that if they could make it to the top, that they should have a view. They should be able to see the 
entirety of the island, including the other side, where they hadn't yet ventured. 

They were going slowly, carefully testing each hand and foot hold as they stepped into it. 


Finally coming to the crest, Jeff didn't bother to hold back his frustration and exhaustion, releasing it in a loud 


groan. 
There was nothing there. 

Nothing but the rocky top of a hill, shrouded completely in mist. The mist was even worse up here. And 
darker. The sky was definitely darker now. With no view of anything. They could go down the other side, but 
Stone and Dave's voices were growing fainter by the minute, and they felt reluctant to get that far separated. 
Eddie looked as frustrated as he was. 

"What do we do now?" Eddie asked him. 

Jeff sat down. His legs hurt and he was totally parched. 

"Fuck, | don't know..." 

Eddie sat down too. They were both quiet, trying to catch their breath. 

"Hey, what is that?" Eddie suddenly sat up straight, and began crawling forward, reaching out with his hand. 
After going only a surprisingly short distance, Eddie returned, with something in his hand. Something that was 
tucked into a transparent plastic bag. 

"Whoa, is that . . . a newspaper?" Jeff asked in amazement. 

"Yeah! Guess even THIS island gets litter," he laughed. "I wonder how old it is." Eddie was ripping into the plastic. 
He slid next to Jeff as he pulled the paper out, so they could both see it. The Seattle Times. The headline read 
something about tiles falling from the ceiling of the Kingdome. Luckily no one had gotten hurt. But Jeff and 


Eddie ignored the article as they anxiously scanned the page for a date. 


They simultaneously gasped as they saw it. 


"Holy shit . . . this means .. . this means . . . someone else is here!" Jeff looked around, half expecting to see 


that someone. 

But Eddie was pale. In fact he had gone completely white. He had unfolded the paper and was studying it. 
"Jeff... | don't think it means that" 

"Hmm?" Jeff looked at the paper again. Eddie handed it back to him without a word. 

Jeff's eyes scrolled down the front page, past the Kingdome headline, to a smaller article on the lower half of 
the paper. He froze as he read the words, and felt the color drain from his own skin. He read it again and again 


... and again, not believing what he was seeing. 


All five bodies have now been recovered... 


Chapter I5: The Rescue 
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Stone sank to his knees, unable to scream any more. Unable to cry. He knew there was no point in looking for 
him, or even calling for him. Dave was gone. Just like Mike. 


Whatever horror Andy had tried to warn them about had come. It was here. And it was taking them. The 
storm clouds they had seen on the horizon were smothering the island now, blackening the sky, blackening the 
air around him as he tried to pull himself up into a standing position, and began staggering back toward the 
beach. Back toward what had been their camp. Their salvation. 


He heard a horrible wail, but couldn't tell whether it was coming from his own soul or from the merciless 


howl of the wind that shredded the branches above him. 


And it was right then that he felt something strange. He felt the fear draining out of him. The physical 
sensation in his arms and legs was going away too, a loftiness overtaking him. No, no, no! He couldn't let it 
happen. This wasn't right. This wasn't supposed to be happening. He forced himself forward, struggling more and 


more to even move through what now felt like thick sludge. 


A lightning bolt seared through the sky, causing an impossibly bright flash. In that instant of light, he saw the 
ocean ahead of him. And he saw Jeff and Eddie. They were there! Leaning on each other as they braced 


against the power of the wind and the waves that crashed around them. 


That was where he needed to be too. Forcing the sensation back into his limbs he thrust himself forward, 
forward toward the shore. And with arms outstretched, he ran to them. They caught each other and clung, 
their screams swallowed by the storm, their vision blinded, their ears deafened. The churning blackness 


enveloped them completely and they felt themselves being thrown once again, jolted, tossed, spiralling helplessly. 


But before succumbing to unconsciousness they felt something else. A sensation of being pulled upward, then 
of being held, and finally of being embraced by warm comforting arms. 


And then it was over. 
As quickly as it had begun, the storm was over. Opering his eyes, Stone felt the warmth of the sun on his 


face, and the soft call of seagulls above him. The waves had settled back into their familiar gentle lap as they 
massaged the pebbles. 


But they were still on the island. 


He sat up and looked around The mist had finally lifted, revealing a stunningly green mossy hillside, and a 
beautifully vibrant blue sky. Jeff was lying close to him, also beginning to rise, but he didn't see Eddie. The 
boat was gone. The fire pit and the laundry pile and the haphazard kitchen, even their sad attempt of a raft 
were all gone now. But Stone recognized the layout of the shore and the rocks and the trees. He knew it was 


still the same place. 


He let Jeff wake up naturally, stretching his legs and savoring the sun's comfort while he waited. The warmth 
was heavenly, and he realized he no longer felt hungry or cold or wet. And even his feelings, the anxiety and 
insecurity and everything else that had been plaguing him for so long had melted away, leaving a feeling of 
profound calm. He wouldn't have to deal with it any more. He would never have to deal with any of it, ever 


agai n. 


"Mmmm . . " Jeff sat up slowly. He breathed in deeply and looked around too, letting himself be soothed by the 
sun just like Stone had. 


It was during this moment of calm that they became aware of another presence, something behind them or 
above them or around them, they couldn't tell exactly, but they knew there was someone there, with them. So 


it was no surprise when they heard a familiar voice. 

"Hey guys," Andy called. 

This time he didn't dart away. This time he didn't disappear when they did a double take. He was there. They 
could see him now, in the bright sun, plain as day, sitting on the driftwood log that Stone thought he had 
smashed earlier. His angelic hair dancing around him, being tossed by the breeze. 


He smiled and waved. Stone and Jeff stood up and walked over to him. 


"Hi..." Stone said. He realized immediately how odd it all was to simply say "hi" under the circumstances, but 


that was all he could think of. 


"Are you ready to go, then?" Andy asked, and extended his hand, waiting for one of them to help pull him to 
his feet. 


But neither did. Instead, Stone sat down next to him on the driftwood, taking in the familiar scent of Andy's 
aftershave and the eyes and smile that he hadn't seen for so long, now here in the flesh, right in front of him. 
Jeff sat down on the other side, doing the same. 


"Go where?" Stone finally answered with a smirk. Like he couldn't guess. 


‘Oh my god, Stoney," Andy let his head fall backward and laughed. "You would ask that. | see you haven't 
changed." 


"We just need to understand this first!" he insisted. "What happened to us? Why are we here? Why are YOU 


here?" 
"That's why | sent you that newspaper, dork! You were supposed to read all about it ahead of time” 
"What newspaper?" 

"Aww, man! Really, Jeff? You didn't share it with Stone?" 


Jeff made an exasperated gesture. "| literally JUST found it myself!" He realized with a jolt of surprise that he 
was still holding it, folded in the palm of his hand. Somehow it had remained completely intact as he and Eddie 


had raced down the mountain during the storm. Eddie... ? 


"Figures," Stone scowled and reached across Andy to snatch the paper out of Jeff's hand. "Ceiling tile falls from 


"DOWN, further." Jeff blinked patiently. 


And Stone read the story. He read how an unusual summertime squall had arisen on the sound that day. And 
how an antique boat, chartered by hometown heroes Pearl Jam, had apparently collided with a rock protruding 
from the surface of the water. There had been no witnesses. No one had actually seen the accident. But from 
what investigators could piece together, the rock had crushed through the hull, water had gushed in, causing 
the boat to capsize and sink quickly. 


Mike had died of a head injury, immediately upon impact. 
Dave had been thrown overboard. 


Jeff and Stone had survived the initial crash but drowned as the boat sank There had been nothing for them 
to cling to, nothing they could use from the wreckage to save themselves. And no other boats were close 


enough to come to their rescue in time. 


Eddie's body had finally been found near the dock from which they had departed. He was the last to be found. 


They were still trying to determine his exact time and cause of death. 
"My god..." Stone whispered. "We didn't make it.. " 


And his peaceful sensation was replaced by unbearable sadness. The dream with his family came back to him, 
and he could see their tears and how they had hovered around him so lovingly. And he thought about his 

conversation with Eddie that morning and how he had pushed Eddie away. So many times . . . when people tried 
to connect with him, he pushed them away. Yet he wanted so badly to be close to people. There was so much 


more to say. So much left unsaid. And now he would never get the chance. 


He kept reading. Families were planning funerals. The whole city was in shock. The whole nation really. Coming so 


close after the heartbreak of losing Kurt, this was simply unbearable. 


Stone set the newspaper down on the pebbles, feeling like somehow by setting it down, setting it away, that it 


would actually go away. That none of this would be real. 
"So, if we died like that," Jeff finally asked, "then what are we doing on this island? Why didn't we just. . . die?" 


"Because | was watching you. You don't know it, but | always am." Andy reached out to grab their hands, 
holding them painfully tight. "This whole thing was your singer guy's trip, you weren't even supposed to be 
there. But when your boat hit that rock, you all ended up getting hurt. This island's kind of like a gateway, a 
holding place, and | thought if | could warn you, and if | could help you get off the island, that you'd be okay . . 


Andy used Stone's hand to wipe his own tears away before continuing. 


"He didn't mean for this to happen though, Eddie | mean. He just wanted to get a way for a while. And he 
wanted you with him. He really needs you guys." Andy took a deep breath and squeezed their hands even 


tighter. "| guess us singers are like that ... he cares about you more than you think. He's really not so bad . . 


"Where is he now?" Jeff sat up straight and looked around. "He was with me when | came down the hill." 
"He's with his dad. His dad watches him, the way | watch you." 


Andy pointed with his head and eyes off into the distance. Farther down on the shore, Jeff and Stone could see 
two men walking. They were about the same height. One was young. One was older. The younger man was 
talking excitedly, gesturing too, and the older man was listening intently, occasionally breaking into laughter. As 
they watched, the younger man threw his arms around the older's middle, and buried his head of long hair 
against his shoulder. 


They continued to walk along, hugging tightly, until they disappeared, fading gently from view. 


"What if ... what if we DON'T go?" Stone asked thoughtfully. "This just can't be right Andy ... you said it 
yourself, this was Eddie's trip. This wasn't supposed to happen to the rest of us. And two back to back 
tragedies like this..." Stone ran his fingers lightly over the newspaper. "This is more than the world can 
handle right now." 


Stone stood up and started to pace. 


"Stone's right!" Jeff stood up too. "We haven't GONE yet. As long as we're still on this island, this . . . gateway . 


.. isn't it possible to have a do over?" 


Andy sniffed, looking back and forth between them. 
"Hmmm," he cocked his head to the side. "Not sure it really works that way . . " 


The three of them were quiet, Jeff and Stone looking expectantly at Andy. Andy chewing on his lip, his brow 


knotted in concentration. 
"Maybe ... let me see what | can do. There might be a chance, but | will need to talk to .. " 


"Talk to who? Your manager? What is this, a used car lot?" Stone asked. "You have to go back and see if he 


can offer us a special deal?" 


Stone chuckled at his own joke. And then he started to laugh. Really laugh. Maybe it was the over-the-top 
surrealness of everything they had been through. Maybe it was the joy of seeing Andy again. Or the memory 
of how much they used to laugh together. Or the utter ridiculousness of what he had just proposed. But 
either way, he began to laugh. And couldn't stop. 


Andy started to laugh too. 


The more they watched each other laugh, the harder they both laughed. And the more they glanced at Jeff, 
who looked totally impatient, the funnier it became. Pretty soon they were falling off the drift wood and holding 
their sides and wiping away tears they were laughing so hard. It was just like old times. They would both pause 
for a second, trying to catch their breath, but then look at each other and remember once again how absurd 


it was. And that would set off yet another round. 
Jeff just shook his head 


"Owwwww," Andy finally moaned. "My stomach hurts. I've never laughed so hard in my life ... or in my death! 


I've missed you Stoney!" 


When Andy came back he had an even bigger smile on his face. 


‘Ok, so here's the situation | worked it out, you CAN go back! You can! The ONLY catch is, | don't know when 
or where you'll end up, so that's gonna be a crap shoot. You might end up back in Junior High getting picked on 
by jocks ... or high school prom . .. as if. Or you might end up at that really horrible gig we played . . . where 


was it, remember the one where -- ?" 


"We get it!" Jeff broke in. "Just, what about -- will everything happen exactly the same way again? Or can we 


change the outcome?" 


"Well, that's the other crapshoot. Yes, this will be a chance to do it all differently. BUT, and this is a BIG but, " 
Andy wiggled his hips "you won't remember any of this. So... you MIGHT end up doing the same stupid shit 
all over again. Apparently I've been around like five times and never learn..." 

Stone and Jeff looked at each other, and shrugged. 

"What about Mike and Dave?" 

"They'll be there. If you go back, everyone and everything will be in place, just like before." 


"So... when do we go?" Stone asked. 


"Whenever you're ready." 


It was hot in Los Angeles that day. The sun was shining brightly and the sky was a brilliant blue. 

Despite their shorts and water bottles, the sweat was soaking their clothes and adding to the oppressive 
discomfort that was already engulfing them. Positioning their bodies to appear comfortable for the camera, 
they practiced in their own minds the speeches they were about to recite, as the microphones on their lapels 
were adjusted and tested The speeches that by now were too familiar, too automatic. 

"Okay, well, I'm Jeff," Jeff waved at the camera. "And this is..." 

"Stone," Stone did the same. "And its hot here, it's like, IO degrees." 


Grabbing for the relief and distraction of his water bottle, Jeff had misjudged and reached too fast. He knocked 
it over, but in the same swift gesture, was able to catch it, with only a minor slosh onto the ledge where 


they were sitting. 
"Oops," Stone smirked 


Jeff smiled broadly from behind his sunglasses to mask how annoyed he was by the comment. To mask 


everything he felt. 

"So... the last time | talked to Mother Love Bone... " 

They hit their internal Play buttons. Heard themselves talking. Answering questions that were standard, 
predictable. This one wasn't so bad. The guy was nice, almost feeling like more of a friend than a reporter. 


They were going to get through it. 


"What do you guys plan to do... the remaining four of you?" 


"| think the status of the band right now is up in the air ..." Stone jumped in to answer, crossing his legs, and 
kneading his own hands. "Just in the sense that um, we're not really looking for a singer to replace Andy, you 
know, his personality was such an integral part of the whole image of the band . . . how all the colorful Andy- 
isms tied in to the whole trip, we decided it wouldn't be right just to go on and find some other long haired 
rock guy to be the singer ... " 

Stone swallowed before continuing. "But you know, something will happen, regardless of what it is... we don't 


know." 


"... and we've always kind of made things happen, in everything that we've done," Jeff added. "So, as far as 
that goes, we're going to let it take a natural path . . " 


"Are the four of you going to stick together?" 


"Umm, that's not etched in stone right now, by any means ..." And as Jeff said the word ‘stone’ he turned 
to look at Stone. (I) 


Stone abruptly looked down 


Jeff continued his recital without missing a beat, but was struck by Stone's reaction. They weren't making eye 


contact any more. Stone was staring at the ground. 


Before leaving LA. they stopped at the beach to go through the motions of a photoshoot. Afterwards, they 
had some time before their flight, so they lingered by the water. 


Jeff stood alone on the shore, looking out at the waves, crashing down obliviously, endlessly, without sympathy, 
without end. He picked up a rock from the shore and hurled it out onto the open water. He watched it skip 
twice and then disappear beneath the surface. He crouched down, feeling dwarfed by the power of it, and 
maybe for the first time, letting himself acknowledge the reality of what had happened, of what had been lost, 
and how confusing it all seemed. 


What would become of them? What would become of him? 


And over and over in his mind he replayed the question from the interview. Are you going fo stay together? 
And thought about how Stone had looked away. 


"Hey ..." Stone had come up and was standing beside him, rubbing an eye behind his sunglasses. "We better 
get going. Our flight leaves pretty soon, and we still have to stop by Jack's." 


"Yep," Jeff sighed and got up. "lm ready." 


But as he stood up, he noticed something odd. A pine cone had just rolled in front of his feet. He stooped to 


pick it up, and showed it to Stone. 
"That's weird," Stone commented. "| don't see any pine trees around here." 
They both looked around. There were none. 


"Hmmm, strange,” Jeff studied it for a second too, but then lifted his arm, getting ready to toss it out to sea, 
like the rock. 


"No! Let's keep it," Stone suggested, still studying the pine cone. He took it gently in his hands. "It can be an amp 


decoration . . . at our next gig." 

Our next gig .. . 

Jeff breathed out and smiled. He closed his eyes, amazed by the wave of relief that overcame him upon 
hearing those words. He was glad Stone was walking in front of him, so he couldn't see the big dopey grin that 


was now covering his face. 


But as they walked together back toward the car, Stone slowed his pace so that they were walking side by 


side. And to Jeff's surprise, he suddenly slung an arm over his shoulder. 
Before getting into the car, they stopped to take in the view of the southern California ocean one more time. 


Off in the distance, a solitary surfer had just caught an enormous wave. Jeff pointed him out, and they both 
watched as the surfer rose to his feet, and balanced with tremendous ease over the turbulent water beneath 


him. 
"He's amazing..." Stone nodded and smiled, admiring the surfer's finesse. 


Together, they stood and watched him ride the wave all the way through to its completion, finally falling 


gracefully as the wave subsided into the shore. 


THE END 


FOOTNOTE |: 

Dialogue in this section was taken from an interview w/ Hard and Heavy 1990 as seen on Youtube: "Stone Gossard and Jeff Ament 
Talk About Their Future After Mother Love Bone" uploaded by The Grunge Scene. 10/22/11 

www.youtube.com watch?v=uJX2NwyNvE 


Thoughts and descriptions are mine, but the dalogue is from the interview. 


